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BOMBARDMENT OF FORT SUMTER. 


NoTWITHSTANDING the temporary repulse 
of our gallant fleet of Monitors at Charleston, the 
public attention is still strongly fixed upon that head 
and front of Secesh offence. It would be difficult to 
find any event of the war which has been more di- 
versely judged than the engagement of the 7th of 
April, for while many assert that had our Monitors 
continued the bombardment for two hours longer 
Fort Sumter would have been a heap of ruins, others 
maintain with equal pertinacity that the fire from the 
rebel forts and batteries was becoming more precise 
and deadly every minute, and that Admiral Dupont 
exercised a sound discretion in withdrawing his flect. 























Our Artist says that the walls did not show that ter- 
rible punishment which Fort Pulaski exhibited after 
the first two hours, but there the shot were different, 
being James’s projectiles, which fixed themselves 
into the wall, and then exploded, tearing it up as 
though it had been blasted, 

The correspondent of the New York Herald also 
states that the most palpable damage he discerned 
was the knocking of two embrasures into one. Our 
sketch on this page is a most interesting one, being a 
miniature representation of the bombardment of Fort 
Sumter as it appeared through the “ look-out” of one 
of the Monitors. Our engraving represents the pre- 
cise dimensions of this “eye of the iron-clads,” as 
it may be called. The armor covering this impor- 
tant part of the yersel is seven inches thick, and 





finely wrought, being composed of seven bands of 
irou of one inch each, twined around the “‘ look-out.” 
The armor on the other parts of the Monitors is 11 
inches, being 11 plates of one inch iron, 

The last accounts state that the fleet is quite ready 
for another and a more desperate attack on the rebel 
stronghold, resembling Nelson’s famous bombard- 
ment of Copenhagen in the beginning of this century. 
As every schoolboy knows, when his superior officer 
signalled Nelson to retire from what appeared to be a 
hopeless contest, that indomitable sailor put the tele- 
scope to his blind eye, and declared that he could not 
see the signal. But the disparity of force in that ter- 
rible fight was not equal to Dupont’s recent battle, 
which was really that of ten to one against the Na- 
tional navy, 
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CAPTURE OF THE REBEL SCHOONER 


J. M. CHAPMAN 
In San Francisco Bay. 


On March 15th the schooner J. M. Chap- 
man, lying in San Francisco Bay, which had cleared 
ostensibly for Manzanillo, Mexico, was seized by the 
Federal authorities, on suspicion that she was being 
fitted out as a privateer. She was towel over to Al- 
catray Island, and subsequently placed in charge 
under the guns of the United States sloop-of-war 
Cyane, At the time of the capture Capt. Law was 
not on board, but soon after the capture he rowed 
alongside, and was immediately secured. The cargo 
was entircly contraband of war. There were six 
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brass Dahigren guns, shot and shell, rifles, bayovets, 
pistols, bullets, swords, &c.—in brief, everything that 
could make a vessel really formidable. The corre. 
spondence found in the cabin was equally convincing. 
It appears from this that she had arrived at San Fran- 
cisco on the 17th of February from New York via 
Valparaiso. She clearcd without passengers, but 17 
men, in addition to her crew, were concealed in her 
held, where months before they had takeu refuge. 

If the vessel had escaped from San Francisco she 
might have committed even more terrible ravages 
than the Alabama has donc; for every vessel cnter- 
ing or leaviug the harbor could easily h.ve fallen into 
her power. We are indebtedto Mr. J. H. Bigelow for 
the intercstiug sketch we publish on page 100, repre- 
senting her lying under the guns of the United States 
sloop-of-war Cyane, the morning after her capture. 

The San Francisco /Terald gives a graphic picture 
of her capture: 

“ At half-past five in the morning the vessel was 
hauled into the stream The morning was clear and 
beautiful, with very little wind stirring. But two or 
three persons appeared to be stirring on her deck— 
she, to all outward appearances, being as innocent 
and harmless as any craft that ever left the port of 
Sau Francisco. When aboyt 300 yards from the dock 
an observer might have seen two boats’ crews of 
armed men put off from the Cyane, and simul- 
taneously therewith the nose of the Anashe swung 
round into the channel, the tug starting on her track, 
with loud puff and bark from ber smokestack, an 
ominous warning to those on board the schooner that 
they were qeunspee. In a few momeuts she was 
boarded by the officers and men from the Cyane, and 
Messrs. McLcan and Farwell, with officers Lees, 


McDoug:«l, Blitz and Coffey. 
Capt. Lees next proceeded to explore the hold of 
the craft. Procuring a light he entered the foreeas.le, 


and p.ssing through a small door in the bulkhead, 
—s that from the hold, he crept over boxes, 
bundles, &c., until nearly under the main batch, when 
he discovered a nest of 15 to 17 men, snugly stowed 
away, apparcntly as freight, with the rest of the car- 
§0. Coming on deck again the hatches were removed, 
isclosing these persons packed away in a small space 
amidships. Most of them were armed with pistols 
and bowle-knives. At first some of them scemed dis- 
posed to ‘ show fight,’ but they were soon ovcrawed 
and deprived of their weapons by the police.” 
ES = a z _—_— . 
Barnum’s American Museum. 
EXTRAORDINARY NOVELTY. 
ITTLE MINNIE WARREN, the Em- 
pores of Beauty, sister of Mrs. General ‘Tom 
Thumb, only 25 inches high and weighing but 19 
pounds, is to be seen at all hours, with COM. NUTT, 
and other curiosities. SPLENDID DRAMATIC 
PERFORMANCES daily, at 3 and 74 o’clock P. ou. 
Admission 25 cents, 
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Summary of the Week. 
THE MISSISSIPPI. - 

On the night of the 16th April Com. Porter 
succeeded in running eight gunboats past the 
much dreaded batteries of Vicksburg. They 
were not damaged and only one man was 
killed and two wounded on board the Benton, 
Porier’s flagship. One transport, the Henry 
Clay, was burnt. She contained only 
stores. Her crew got safely on shore. 
A portion of Gen. Grant’s army has left 
Milliken’s Bend, which was 17 miles above 
Vicksburg, and is now at New Carthage, 
nearly 30 miles below. They marched by the 
way of Richmond, and passed round War- 
renton. The National fieet in the Lower 
Mississippi now consists of three gunboats 
under Farragut and eight of Porter's. 

TENNESSEE. 

Gen. Reynolds reports from Liberty that 
on April 22 a National force vnder Cols. 
Wilder and Minty arrived at McMinnville in 
the night, and took the town completely by 
surprise. He destroyed th: bridges and 
stores, and took 300 prisoners. There have 
been no military operations in the armics of 
Gens. Rosecrans and Burnside. 

MISSOURI. 

The rebels are again showing themselves 
active in this State. They have occupied 
Frederickstown, Madison county, 22 miles 
east of Pilot Knob, where Gen. McNeil, with 
about 8,000 National troops, is stationed. As 
Pilot Knob is well fortified, there is no fear 
of any disaster there. In view, however, of 
eventualities, Gov. Gamble has called out 
four regiments for 30 days, to clear Missouri 
of rebels. It is fortunate that the National 
forces have two such active men as Gens. 
Blurt and Herron in command there, for 
Gen. Sterling Price has all along proved a 
very troublesqne enemy. 

NORTH CAROLINA. 

The rebel force which for three wecks in- 
ves‘ed Little Washington, on the Tar river, 
suddenly departed on the night of the 15th 
April. Gen. Foster, who had run past the 


rebel batteries and reached Newbcrne, was 
preparing an expedition across the country 
| for the relief of the beleagucred city, when 
‘ the news of Gen. Hill's departure, with his 
| entire command, reached him. Preparations 
‘ were immediately made to pursue the rebels. 
-A march of our troops from Newberne to 
; Washington, which is 21 miles, revealed the 
' fact that only a very small force remained in 
| the neighborhood. A body of 200 rebel 
| cavalry were charged on Saturday morning, 
; 18th April, by about 70 men belonging to the 
| 3d New York cavalry, about four miles dis- 
!tant from Little Washington, and totally 
| routed, the rebel commander being captured. 
! On the 16th April the Massachusetts troops 
i took possession of the abandoned rebel 
| works at Hall’s Point, and took about 80 
prisoncrs,. 
VIRGINIA. 

In another part of our paper we give the 
| particulars of the recomnoissance made by 
; Gen. Stoneman tc Kelly’s Ford. The heavy 
| rains, however, have rendered farther opera- 
| tions impossible for the present. Every day 
! makes Hooker's army more efficient, and a 
| few days will doubtless see the opening of 
| the most eventful campaign of the war. On 
| the Nansemond river our gunboats, assisted 
; by some troops, have taken a battery of six 
guns and 170 men. There were skirmishes 
on the 19th, 20th and 21st April at Suffolk, 
in which we had lost about 20 killed and 
wounded, rebel loss unknown. 


NOTES AND NOTICES. 

We have unintentionally omitted to men- 
tion the elegant soirée musicale given last month by 
M:dame Mears of Madison Avenue. We were not 
only gratified with swect sounds, but were charmed 
with the modesty and grace of that lady’s pupils. As 
an educational establishment, that of Madame Mears 
has long stood among the first in New York. We 
regret to learn that Madame Mears intends limiting 
the number of her pupils for the present, but we pre- 
dict that she will find it next to impossible. She has 
our best wishes for her prosperity in ev.ry respect, 
as we consider a faithful instructor and guide of youth 
to be oue of the most important t enefactors of society. 


Tu following table shows the ratio of the 
number of soldiers furnished thus far by each State to 
the population of the State. In Kansas, it would »p- 
pear that onc-fourth of the entire male population has 
gone to the war. The States are arranged in the 


order of their ratio : 
1, Kavgas...........0e00e esetoce lto 7.30 
S. BOSD Taha. o 2c ccccciscccs -1 to 11,10 
4. Illimois.......... Secvccccooses 1 to 12.63 
4. Indiana..... Cb eceee S'epcedoses 1 to 13.15 
By GED cS occvedecdecdudcscoceten 1 to 13.30 
, Towa....... besccceededecseces 1 to 13 59 
7. Pennsylvania .........++. sees] to 14 
8. Minumesota ..... weceseccscces 1 to 14.5 
9. Michigan.....++..-sese0+ see] to 15,01 
10. Connecticut. .........+.+e006 1 to 16,12 
11, Vermont........-..0+0+ eeccce 1 to 16.68 
12. Western Virginia............ 1 to 16.7 
13. Massachusetts ..........--+0 1 to 17.06 
14, New York .........000+- seeeel to 17.58 
16. New Hampshire............. 1 to 17.86 
16, Wisconsin .........+-seeeeees 1 to 18.23 
SF; MAE Stone nchesédncenses 1 to 20.29 
18. Maine...... Decscshodsndeseecs 1 to 20, 
19. New Jerscy......... seccee +++1 to 22.49 
20. Delaware........ eoddenecscesan 1 to 22.44 
BE, TENOR o's secs ccvcccseoeeces 1 to 31.08 
BE. CMCMOM sc oc. ccccccccccceccccces 1 to 52.56 
GR, CabReR es occ ccpccccccccccves 1 to 54.28 
24. Maryland........... seeves +++] to 68,70 


Tue London Times, secking a justification 
for the British Government in all.wing the pirate 
Alabama to be fitted out and manned in English ports 
to prey on American commerce, citcs President Pierce 
as authority to prove that the United States, by its 
practice, established the precedent. A reference to 
President Vierce’s message upon this subject shows 
how little regard the 7¥mes has for the accuracy of its 
statements in endeavoring to establish «a position. 
President Pierce presented this matter to Congress 
in the following emphatic language : 

* Our municipal law, in accordance with the law of 
nations, perempto: ily forbids not on! fore'guers, but 
our own citizens, to fit out within the limits of the 
United States a vessel to commit hostilities against 
any State with which the United States are at peace 
or to increase the force of any foreign armed vesse 
intended for such hostilities against a friendly State. 
Whatever concern may have been felt by either of the 
belligerent powers les: private armed cruisers or 
other vessels in the service of one night be fitted out 
In the ports of this country to depredate on the pro- 
perty of the other, all such fears have proved to be 
groundless, Our citizens have been withheld agaiust 
any such act of purpose by good fuith and by respect 
for the law.” 


A NEw substance has entered into com- 
merece and manufactures. It is a substance of glucy 
aspect, with certain phases of character which suggest 
cheap and inferior confectionery. It is obtained by 
combining oil, chloride of sulphur and collodion In 
certain proportions. A hardened mass is the result, 
which solidifies immediately. It is then capable of 
beiug used for nearly every purpose to which India 
rubber and gutta-percha can be applicd, with the addi- 
tional advantage of being cxcessively hard and@ in- 
destructible, besides being in plates perfectly trane- 
parent. It is susceptible of bc ing colored, either with 
an opaque pigment or a transarént color, It forms 
a varpvish, colored or not, which is perfectly hard and 
impervious to moisture. For buttovs, combs, knife 
handles and all other articles for which horn or ivory 
are generally employod, it is singularly valuable, as 
it is not only capable of being moulded into any re- 
quired form, but posseeses a hardness eqnusl to iron 
Its insulting properties are very great, and it is said 
to be quite indestructible by damp. The inventor 
; has not yct completed his experiments on its uses, 
but it seems difficult to put a limit to them, especially 
when it is remembered that. Parkesine can be made 
for a few centa a pound. 

Tu leaders of this rebellion have been 
hatching out this treason for more than a quarter of 
a century. South Carolina struck the first blow in 
1832, when sh« passed her nullification ordinance, ac- 





| companied with a threat to secede from the Union. 
\ In the secession convention of 1&0, held in the same 





State, her lcaders declared that the election of Lincoin 
afforded the opportunity, but was not the cause, of 
carryiug out the long cherished purpose. 

Years ago John C. Calhoun employed the following 
memorable language, in a conversation related by the 
venerable Commodore Stewart : 

« We aro, from necessity, thrown upon and solemnly 
wedded to that party, however it may y 
clash with our feelings, for the conservation of our 
intorests. It is threugh an affiliation with that party 
in the Middle and Western States we control, under 
the Constitution, the Government of these ‘United 
States; but when we eccase thus to coutrol this nation, 
through a disjointed Democracy or any material ob- 
starle in that party which shall tend to throw us out 
of that rule and contrs!, we shall then resort to the 
dissolution of the Union !” 


Wiatever may be said of the war in 
other respects, it has proved that the United States 
have more military resources, and can put into the 
fleld greater armics than any nation on carth. 

It has proved that, in a life-and-death struggle, a 
slaveholding is no match for a free labor community. 

It has proved that the United States Government 
has no friends among the Governments of Europe, and 
furthermore it needs none. 

It has proved that ina crisis demanding self-com- 
mand and prudence, such as the Trent affair, a nation 
of freemen can act as wisely as the wisest monarch. 

It has proved that Yankee inventiveness aud me- 
chanical skill is as remarkable in war as in peace. 

It has proved that an earncst devotion to the arts of 
peace does not disqualify a nation for great military 
achievements. 

It has proved that we wore wise in not having built 
a great woo‘len navy. 


Durtnc the Crimean war the British Gov- 
ernment complained becausc Russian vessels were 
building in American ports, Our Government, 
through its official repr tative, replied, that 
Americans being neutrals, had a right to sell to 
the belligérent powers articles contraband of war, 
or to take munitions of war upon board their private 
ships for transportation, but admitted that they had 
no right ‘“‘to fit out within the limits of the United 
States a vessel to commit hostilitics against any State 
with which the United States are at peace, or to in- 
crease the force of any forcign armed vessel intended 
for such hostilities against a friendly State!” The 
Albany Journal, in recalling this action on the part 
of our Government, says it is important, inasmuch 
as Earl Russell recently cited the conduct of our 
Government during the Crimean war as a precedent 
for England now. 

Tne annual expenses of the British and 


French Governments compared with the United 
Statcs in a time of peace are substantially as follows: 





G. Britain. France. U. States. 
1861-2. 1861-2. 1859-40. 
Tutercst on debt... 130,000,009 $118,8%,000 $17,613,000 
APMY. «oe eesecceees 75,090,000 ,150,000 16,410.009 
Navy..... oeceges 62,000,000 48,800,000 11,513,000 
Civil list and sun- 
drics 70,500,000 181,200,000 31,926,000 





One year... ....->++337,500,000 433,950,000 77,462,000 

The English people, in numbers less than those of 
the United States and with a boasted free trade, have 
a tariff yiclding. 2... +0+seeeseeesseneee s+ +$105,000,000 
Revenue from excise on whiskey, etc.,..... oes 


Revenne from stamps......---++ssseeeeees ,000 
Revenue from property texcs........ beceas 000 
Revenue from miscellancous sources...... 27,000,000 


£08,090 ,000, or about .....++0eceeeeeeee eee ++340,000,000 


All of which is paid with less grumbling than our 
revenue of 1850-60. 

Should the domestic war be soon ended the debt of 
this country would not, after all eventual expenses 
arising from the war, exceed $900,000.000. Then 
place us on a level with England as to her free trade 
tariff, her excise and stamp provisions, and our whole 
debt would be paid off in ten ycars. 


Or 100 parts into which the surface of the 
earth can be divided, Europe contains 7; Africa, 21; 
Continental Asia, 33; New Holland, etc., 8; South 
America, 15; North America, 16, 


Tue preliminary report of the Superin- 
tendent of the Eighth Ccnsus has just been printed. 
It abounds with valuable information ; and the follow- 
ing statistics, relating to free negroes and people of 
color, cannot fail to be of interest at this time: 
Pennsylvania has a free negro population of 56,849 
more than ean be found in any other of the free 
States. The six New England States have the fol- 
lowing: Maine, 1,827; New Hampshire, 494; Ver- 
mont. 709; Massachusetts, 9,602; Rhode Island, 3,952; 
Connecticut, 8,627—or altogether, 24,711; being far 
legs than one-half of the number in our State. Du 
ring the last ten years Pennsylvania has added to her 
colored population 3,223, while New York State has 
64 less than she hid in 1850. The Superintendent 
says: 

“ The greater mildvees of the climate and a milder 
type of the prejudices connected with this class of 
oaiee the result of benevolent influences, and 
ts proximity to the slavehclding States, may account 
for the fact that this race holds its own in Pennsyl- 
vania, while undergoing a dimunition in the State 
next adjoining it on the north.” 

This increase is cwing entirely to emigration, for it 
isaremarkable fact that the race does not increase 
from natural causes, for the report says: 

“In Philadelphia during the last six months of the 
cersus year the new city registration gives 148 births, 
against 306 deaths among the free colored.’ 

SuGar in plants is analogeus to fat In ani- 
mals; us if it was the end a plant had in view by ita 
vitality to produce and lay up in store within itself 
sugar. Hence, the subserviency of plants to man in 
this case is self-evident. Nearly every flower-cup 
contains a minute portion of sugar, which, being 
gathered by bees, we are familiur with as honey, the 
peculiar flavor of which depends upon the blossoms 
it is taken from. Grapes are so full of sugar that, 
wher dried, white crystals of it a’e found within the 
fruit, which may be scen when 1aisios are cut open. 

Tue bronze door for the capitol at Wash- 
ington, ordered of Mr. Randolph Rogers, is finished, 
and awaiting the orders of the Government in Mu- 
nich. Its total cost will be about $45 000. It is com- 
posed eutirely of bronze, back and front, and is said 
to be the only work of the kind in the world which is 
thus coustructed. Its weight is 20,000 pounds. The 
leading subject of its embellishment is the history of 
Culumbus. It has two valves, with four panels in 
each valve, ond one semicircular panel over the tran- 
som. The first panel (beginning at the bottom of the 
left hand valve) contains a scene representing Co- 
lumbus before the council of Salamanva; the second 
panel, his leaving the convent of La Rabidi; the 
third panel, his audience before Ferdinand and Isa- 
bella; the fourth panel, his departure from Palos; the 





semicircular panel over the transom represent, his 
first landing at San Salvador ; the fifth panel, his first 
encounter with the Indians on the Island of His. 
paniola ; the sixth panel, his triumphal entry into Bar. 
celona ; the scene in the seventh panel represents him 
a prisoner in chains about to be sent back to Spain - 
and the eighth panel contains a scenc representing hi, 
death. There are 16 small niches in the border o- 
frame around the door, in which there are 16 staty. 
ettes, representing distinguished cotemporarics of 
Columbus, and between the panels arc heads repre. 
senting histo:ians who have written on his voyages 
from his own time down to the present day, endin: 
with Irving and Prescott. Crowning the door is , 
bust of Columbus. The ornaments are chiefly em. 
blematic of conquest and navigation. 


In order to cut glass (or rather, to break jt 
smoothly), such as bottles, shades, etc., get a rod of 
iron heated to redness, and having filled your vegge 
to the exact height you wieh it to be cut, with oj] of 
any kind, you proceed to very gradually dip the req 
hot iron into the oil, which, heating all along the 
surface, suddenly the glass chips and cracks rich; 
round, when you can lift off the upper Portion clean 
by the surface of the oil, 








THE IDLER ABOUT TOWN. 


New York has for once been true to itsely. 
It has shown so true an appreciation of the efforts 
put forward by Max Maretzek for its amusement 
that the enterprising, liberal and popular inanager 
feels encouraged to announce a second season, com. 
mencing on Monday next, May 4th. The admirabje 
rrtists furnished by Maretzck, and the superior ex. 
cellence displayed in every department, deserved aj} 
the success that attended the season; and although 
we shall lose one of the principal points of attraction 
—the excellent Medori—still, with the additions 
which the manager has secured, the company will be 
one of the strongest we have had here for years, The 
opera selected for the opening of the second seagop 
is entirely new to this country. It is the “ Aroldo» 
of Verdi,a work which has created a great furore 
abroad, and which will, doubtless, create as great an 
excitement here. We expect that Max Maretzek’s 
second season will be more successful and more pre- 
fitable than the first. 

Mr. Grau’s operatic company is at present in Wash 
ington, and its performances are attended by the elite 
of the city. 

That admirable artist, Madame Camille Urso, com. 
menced her concerts at Irving Hall this weck. Our 
readers will remember our record of the excitement 
and admiratior her violin performance created at the 
last Philharmonic Concert. We have rarely met with 
a more genuine success. She is an arti_t of rare abil- 
ity, aud we hope that she wi!l meet with a warm and 
generous support from our public. Her merits should 
commund success, and those who attend her concerts 
on our recommendation will thank us for the pleas. 
ure afforded them. 

We wish to call special attention to the concert of 
Theodore Thomas, wi:ich will be given at Irving Hall 
on Saturday, May 9th. To all lovers of the highest 
class of orchestral music this concert promiscs to 
yield especia) delight. Besides other fine and stand- 
ard works, the great Sinfonia, called ‘‘ Harold,” by 
Hector Berlioz, will be performed for the first time in 
America, by one of the grandest orchestras ever 

together on one occasion in this city. Theo- 
dore Thomas is one of the most carnest of our young 
musicians ; he is ceaseless in his endeavors to advance 
th: cause of high art and music, and has made many 
and a pee sacrifices to thatend. We ho 
that his 68 on this occasion will meet with the 
support of all who pretend to love music in its high- 

evclopments. 
It is rumored that the New York Harmonic §o- 
, under the able direction of George W. Morgan, 


wi luce the atest sacred work of Handel, 
** The Israelites in Egypt.” Itis the grandest ot all 

— works, and we look with much interest to its 
P 


uction. 
We record with sincere regret the sudden death of 
William Rufus Blake. He went to Boston, to play an 
it, and was seized with an illness which 
his life in a few brief hours, Mr. Blike was a 
native of Nova Scotia, but was in every sense an 
American actor. The best of his life was spent 
here, and here he achieved his atest success, He 
was one of a few i) ans, and in his line 
had no superior. ith the New York pvblic he was 
a distinguished favorite, and to the last his name was 
a attraction in the cast of a piece. His 
demise is real'y an irreparable loss; for we do not at 
this moment any one who can fill his place. 
As a man he was much respected; for he maintained 
the dignity of his profession by his unfailing de- 
portment as a gentleman. 

One of the most attractive features at Wallack’s at 
the present wri:ing is that very charming comedy, 
“* My Noble Son-in-Law.” It has now been played 
for many nights, and its powers of attraction seem 
rather to increase than diminish. It is one of the 
quietest and most unobtrusive of pieces, and yet ils 
natural in’ erest is absorbivg, and the elegant flow and 
the wittiness o1 its language is irresistibly »ttract- 
ive. It will well repay Ae one to become at 
quainted with ‘“‘ My Noble Son-in-Law.” 

Miss Heron a new sensation drama 
Niblo’s Garden, founded on th eer novel, 
“ Aurora Floyd,” the best edition 6f which, by-the 
bye, is publi by Frank Leslie. The plot of the 
novel is followed as closely as stage requirements will 
permit, and is condensed into a dram: of strong and 
excl interest. It qougge to De pannsed by universal 
consent, that in Matilda Heron’s hands the character 
of Aurora Floyd is only second in intensity and pathos 
to that of Camille, which Heron has made ber 
own. Mr. Harry Pearson, as Mellish, the noble 
hearted, truthful’ trusting squire, presents a | felike 
character very delightful to contemplate. The pie 
has proved highly successful, and will become one of 
the ined h ts in Miss Heron’s repertoire. 

The “ Colleen Bawn” hus been the feature at Laura 
Keene’s the past week. New and startling thins* are 
in preparation at this establishment, which will b° 
announced in a few days. 

Miss Lucille Western closed a long e' i 
the Winter Garden, taking her leave with « farewe,, 
benefit, which attracted a brilliant audience. She w! 
be succeeded by Mr. J. 8. Clarke, wlio is » great 
favorite with the New York public, and is always* 
feature of attraction, . 

We intended to sey a few words about the yo 
Bowery Theatre, but we fiud ourselves cramped! 
room this week and shall be compelled ty defer! 
until our next. Lat 

The Great National Dog Show has commenret® 
the Museum, and is attracting thousands of pee! 
Tuere is a noble congregation 0! 5] os - 
animals, such os could not be fuund out of *°! 
The breeds are very numerous, and thes" 
mens are very fine. To those who love dog-,' 
lection is of unequalled interest. The re. ult em" 
tainments proceed as usual, the dogs being 
only an extra attraction. All the wonders © 
Museum can be seen fur the same price. 


engagement 4 


le 


AN admirer of dogs, having had 4 bo 
litter of a fine breed, a friend wished him to pet 
down for a puppy. ‘ 

“T set you down for one a great while *£° = 
the answer. 
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—— 
EPITOME OF THE WEEK. 


«—Several s having been pre- 

Domestic Pennsylvania Legislature against the 
fomigration of negroes, one Mr. McClellan presents 
impmonstrance against allowing red-haired persons 
te pecome so numerous in the State. 

_— Mre. Destin, a lady of New London, Conn., a 
few days siace died of the dropsy. Within the last 

3 mo ths Dr. Francis, her attending eayririan, T- 
; rmed the operation of “ tapp nv” 24 times, and in 
ares taken from her 917 pounds of water, a little 
short of four barrels in bulk. 

_~ A woman 81 years of age died in Concord, N. 
H., on the 9th of April, who commenced reading the 
Scriptures in course when she was but seven years 
old. Upto the time of her death she had read the 
Bible through 74 times. 

_— The Wilmjagton (Ohio) J@urnal says: “ We 
are informed that a r quanti'y of maple-sugar and 
molasses bas been mavufactu this 
season than ever before.” 

_— The New York Bo»rd of Aldermen has deci led 
that two stone piers be erected—one on the Eastriver 
and ano‘her on the North river. This isa commend- 
able movement. New York is oebind every import- 
ant commercial city in the world in the character of 
her wharves. 

_— The Illinois Central Railroad Company have 
gold over 60,000 acres of laud during the last four 
months, to upwards of 1,000 purchasers, for $677,- 
715 32. The cash payments for the same period have 


been $360,120 50. 

_— The coinage of the Philadelphia mint in March 
was 5,434,937 pieces, valued at $483,699 63, 

_— A large Union meeting was held in Madison 

on the 20th of April. Gen. Scott nominally 

d, but he left after taking the chair for a short 
time. Speeches were made by Van Buren, Bancroft 
and other well-known politicians, pledging their sup- 
port to the Administration. 

— Jeff. Davis having exhibited to his people in 
racy their unsstisfactory pros- 
pects for a supply of provisions curing the coming 
season, it will not be amies to show them how we 
at the North stand in regard to some of our articles 
of consumption. The receipts of breadstuffs at fou 
of the principal lake ports—Chicago, Milwaukee, 
Toledo and Detroit—in 1862 compare as follows with 
the receipts of 1861: 


in our coun! 


the Southern Confede 


18f2. 1861. 
Floar, bbIs..-+e00sse0++ 5,414 050 5,138,736 
Wheat, bush.....++++++42,172,209 42,376,632 


Corn, bush....++++++++ 35,820 747 31,852 
And from the annual reports of the number of hogs 
packed in the West daring these two years we take 
the following figures : 

1861 .sseseeeeecece acocceces cece ee G0d,7a0 


INCTOABE . scsecccscecssccesescesenslyl 70.787 


— The President has issued a proclamation de- 
clariag that the act for the admission of the State of 
West Virginia into the Unio: shall take effect from 
and after 60 diys from its date, proof having been 
submitte.! to him that the conditious of admission— 
viz., certain emancipation changes in her Consti- 
tution—have been complied with. 

— Nearly $20,°00,000 of Postal curren*y have been 
printed, and about $15,000,000 are in circulation. 


— One cause of the delay ix. the appointment of 
Provost-Marshals is the t that a numper of 
members of Congress from the various States, 
includiog New York and Mf have request - 
ed that none be made in their respective districts 
until they can be further heard from, The expected 
lette 8 from some of these gentdemcn have not yet 
arrived. ; 

— On Suday of Inst week the “ plate” was passed 
around at-Henry Ward Beec::e)’s church, the col- 
lection to be for the benefit of contrabands or the chil- 
dren of contrabands. The followiug note was 
dropped upon it. * I am an Englishmau—the super- 
iotendeot of an anti-slavery school. I have s' up 
during the whole service, and no one has been polite 
enough to offer me a seat. Yet I enclose a half-sov- 
ereign.” Mr, Beecher read the note to his congre- 
gation ia the evening, and delivered the followin, 
speech: ‘Hereafter, I wish my con tion av 
the ushers to un ‘erstand, when they see an Engiish- 
man standing in the crowd, who has becn the super- 
intendent of an anti-slavery Sabbath school, and who 
has a half-sovereign in his pocket, they must give 
him a seat instantly.” : 


-— There is s> great a glut of American eilver in 
Canada that in some places it hs fallen 20 per cent. 
below yar, The question, What to do with our silver? 
has greatly puzzled the Cauadiuns, and eventually a 
motion hss been made in the Legislature to make ita 
legal ‘ender, 

—— The Commissioner of Agriculture has just re- 
ceived a cupply of green cotton seed, of a superior 
quality. Small quantities will be immediately dis- 
tributed through the mail. Large quantities will be 
sent to those immediately applying, by freight or ex- 
Rreigh - the applicants wish, they simply paying the 








~—— The Bank Committee of the New York Senate 
tnd Assembly. after a consultation, have agreed to 
recommend the Senate gold bill. prohibiting banks 
from loaning on gold or bills of exchange, under a 
penalty of torfeiture of their charters, and requiring 
Teports to be made to the Bank Superintendent. 


—A vi it officer in Washington extracted 
teven canteens of whiskey from a lady’s hoop-skirt 
the other day—21 pints in all. 

~The subscriptions to the Atlantic cable are 

mapidly filling up. 
, —~ The Tammany Society have chosen the follow- 
‘ng officers: Sachems—Elijah F. Purdy, Jobe Kelly 
Douglas Taylor, isaac Bell, Edward , Daniel 
;, Delavan, Andre Froment, Charles G. Cornell, 
Ned B. Nicholson, Richard B Connolly, Peter B. 
weeny, John KE. Devlin, Matthew T. Brennan. 
CO cnrer—Henry Vandewater. Sec’ —Casper 
ti Childs, Sagamore—Gcorge 8. Messerve. Wis- 
laskic—Stephen C. Duryca. 


the Rev. William Henry Miller, late of Alba- 
ne was installed pastor of the Reformed Dutch 
hae in Fiftieth street, on Sunday, the 15th of 
Del. The sermon was preached by the Rev. J.T. 
the Rew The charge to the pastors was delivered by 
ths _ r. Strong, by - & o—- x the peoete Sy 

) Rev. Dr. Lord, -interested con n 
towded the edifice. erege 


un storn.—Refuzees from East Tennessee con- 
: ue to iluek to Lexington, K. They come on foot 
ws © compauies, while wagous of all descriptions 
in ive almost daily, coutaining women and children 
thew! quantity, Aside from the East Tennesseeans, 
taipereete are often thronged with Kentucky moun- 
forced’ men, women and children, who have been 
“eed to fly from rebel oppression. 


— Prof. Winchell, State Geologist of Michigan» 
bert th it the whole central area of che State, em- 
hid ron 187 townships, or 6,7 «. square miles, is under- 
to fi Y coal seams, ranging in thickvess from three 
dane eet: Mines have been opened iu several 
~ » three at Jackson and one at Corunna, which 
that uy elled over 2%,000tons. The coal resembles 

ia the Illinois beds in quuity. 


letter ot? Chicaro Journal sxys: “ We learn by a 
meat = Coriuth, Miss., thatanew ‘social arrange- 

e pa wtl8 been gotten up between our soldiers and 
conn 2 Women Of tht loca'ity. The soldiers get 
es os the womeo, at when a match is struck 
dition © gt marriel in regular style, with the con- 
hive ene le the war lusta.” Some 20 of our suldiers 

entered into the arrangement Lately.” 

——~ The Chatanooga (rebel) Journal says: “ Rose- 


er 
tent army iu Middle Teuncs«ce constitutes the back- 


thar othe subjugeting anaconda of the North. If 
"pee thes were crushed, scattered and driven back 
¢ Ohio, pesce would follow in 30 days! 


With 


| are fight 


a reinforcement of 20,000 men Bragg could crush, 
seatter and drive Lack thatarmy. The defeat of Rose- 
crans would tend more to discomfit the enemy than 
| any other event of the war. With 20,000 more men 
he could be signally defeated. The war may 2s well 
| be settled now as at any othcr time, for it must end 
some day !” 
; =— The Sioux and Winnebago Indians ere to be 
immediately removed from Minnesota to a tract of 
| land on the Upper Missouri river, near Fort Randall, 
| several hundred miles from any white settlement, 
where they will be permitted the felicity of cut ing 
each other’s throats to their hearts’ content. 


—— There is a little more Indian trouble in Minne- 
sota. On the 16th a party of Indians attacked an out- 
post 30 miles from Munkato, killed two persons and 
wounded four. Cavalry were sent in pursuit. 


—— Gen. Ellet’s flotilla of river rams and the Ma- 
rine Brigade are at Cairo, preparing for an expedition. 

—— Chio has pasted an act providing that all her 
soldiers shall vote at every State election in future. 


—— One hundred and fifty negroes, who h:d eman" 
cipated themselves without compensation, in the bor~ 
cer counties of Missouri, passed through Kansas City 
on the 7th ult., bound for the interior of Kansae. 
one also emancipated a large number of horses and 
mules. 


—— The jeztegice (Ky.) Observer says that refu- 
gees from East Tennessee continue to flock to that 
city. Men come in on foot in large companies, while 
wugons of all descriptions arrive #lmost daily, con- 
taining women and children in avy quantity. “These 
refugees tell of outrages that are most shocking. 
For the sake of humanity we hope they are ex: a 
rated. One of them stated publicly that just before 
he left home, in Jefferson County, Tenn., a house was 

ed for men, and a young girl, 18 years of age, 
refusing to answer questions .s to the whereabouts 
of her father, brothers, &c., was taken out, stripped, 
and hung up ina tree, in order to extort in ormation 
from her, She persistently refused to answer, and 
wus event cut down and mercifully permitted to 
dress hersclf, and again to go at large. Inthe same 
vicinity an old woman, 55 years of age, was treated 
inasimilar manner. The of the Spanish In- 
quisition in its palmiest days furnishes no accounts of 
scenes that can surpass in atrocity these doings in 
East Tennessee. No wonder that men, women and 
children are flying from such a locality—for the breath 
of the Upas tree could not be more deadly than the 
opprens of a foe that would wilfully destroy every- 

ing before him. 


thern.—The Richmond Znquirer of April 
10° Ras a very significant editorial, in which are 
bukes the extraveg ince in dress of the Southern wo- 
men, says that the war will last at least two 
years longer—that it is not right, when the soldiers 
ig upon half a pound of bacon a-day, to 
ws stemoncy upon costly drecses., It cvinces through- 
out the bitterest hostility to the North. 


—— Gen. Gustavus W. Smith has been appointed 
by Jeff. Davis State Geologist of Georgia—rather a 
strange position for one of the best Generals in the 
rebel service. 


—— The Mobile Advertiser gives a glowing aécount 
of a desperate pitched battle between Slocumb’s W ash- 
ington artillery and Austen’s sharpxhooters. Why 
the rebels fell out among themeelve« it does not sa’ 
—nor does it give the number of killed and wounded. 


—— Thomas. C. Bates, of Rochester, has recovered 

a judgment in the Circuit Court against Judah P. Ben- 

oy" rebel Secretary of State, of $1,000, which has 
nm sent to New Orleans for cullcction. 


Military.—A telegram from Salt Lake City, 
dated 17th April, saya? ‘‘ Col. Evans atta-ked and 
routed 200 Iudians intrenched in a canon 75 miles 
south of Daybreak on the 15th April, killed 30, ful- 
lowed them 14 milcs and scattered them in every di- 
— Lieut. Peel was killed and two sergeants 
wou 


— The London Mechanics’ Magazine states that, 
after an expenditure of $40,000, on experiments 
with the Armstrong gun, the inventor has failed to 
peodnce ® paval gun superior for practical purposes 

the old 68 pounder; and that Mr. Whitworth, of 
Manch¢ ster, a private manufacturer, has, by his own 
skill and means, achieved a success which Sir William 
Armstrong has failed to do, though backed by the 
long purse of government patronage. 


—— Major Edward Z. Lawrence, of the 61st regi 
ment, who was dismissed for overstaying his furlough, 
has been honorably reinstated to his rank in the 
army. 

—— A flag of truce came up from Vicksburg on the 
7th ult., ia charge of a rebel officcr, who brought to 
our lives, in a yawl boat, two Chaplains, ancient and 
seedy, who belonged to Wisconsin regiments. They 
were captured in Tennessce, probably at the battle of 
Murfreesboro’ The officer who accompanied the 
flag of truce brought with him a ——— nt bouquet 
from Gen. Pemberton, as a present to Gen. Sherman. 
It was composed of rarest flowers, both native and 
exotic, and its aroma filled the air. It had nothing 
of the smell of gunpowder about it, The officer pre- 
sented the rare and beautiful gift, and stated to the 
Union General that he had no objection to his seeing 
the batteries, ete , at Vicksburg, and invited him to 
come down and see them. 


—— A gentleman who accompapied the recent ex- 
ition down the Coldwatcr says that our flect was 
with.n _ of the Yazoo; that in the engagement 
the first day with the rebel batteries at Greenwcod, 
we were completely success/ul but did not know it, 
or did not take advantage of it. The eucmy ran out 
of ammunition, ceased firing, and were at our mercy. 
Capt, Foster, of the gunboat Chillicothe, then pro- 
posed that our — should move up and take 
possession of the works. The ing officer 
(Capt. Smith), however, thought it not prudent to at- 
tempt it. That evening the enemy received reinforce- 
ments and supplies of ammunition, so that the next 
morning it was too late, 


—A Fort Scott (Kansas) eerseepentent, under 
date of the zd ult., says: “‘ We begin see and hear 


the bustle of pr ation fur another campaign by 
Gen. Blunt. The First or Kansxs division of the old 
Army of the Frontier has y commenced its 
movements, pre tory to again ta the field. 


para’ 
That division Fonsisted of three brigades.’ 


Naval!.—Capt. Boggs, of Varuna fame, now com- 
manding the Sacramento, stationed off Beaufort, N.C., 
the other day made the ye characteristic speech 
tohis men: “ Men—I ain afraid that rT do not keep 
as bright a look-out os ie, ought. um informed 
that a steamer ran in night before last, and it is sup- 
posed from our side. Now I have got a proposition 
to make. To the man who reports a sail and we take 
her as « prize, I will agree to give ene-tenth of my 
prize money, and will enter into a written obligation 
w that effect.” 


—— The obstructions in Charleston harbor are thus 
described: “‘ The first line consists of a chevaur de 
Srieze, made of palmetto logs and chain cable. The 
logs are sharpened at the ends, and capped witb iron, 
the points just below the surface of the water, aud at 
an inclination of 45 degiees. This line extends from 
Fort Sumter to Fort Moultrie. The second line is 
about fifty yards in the rear of the first, and consists 
of one immense chain cable, placed a few feet below 
the surface of the wacer, buoyed up at intervals’ by 
large square buoys. The third line of obstructious 
consists of sunken blocks made of palmetto l».gs, filled 
in with stone or other weighty muteriale. Tie chan- 
nel parts of these obstructions are 60 arran that 
the rebel vessel» can pass through them. When they 
are cloeed at night, or in case of un attack, theve chan- 
nel ways and obstructions have {ufernal machincs 
attached to them.” 

—- A bovt’s crew lately from the U. 8S. barque 
Kingfisher, at St. Helena’s Sound, South Edis:o river, 
havieg captured two contrabands, Jeurned from them 
where the rebel pickets were ed. They conse 
Trety started on the expedition to capture them. 





fter pulling about four hours ye vers, creeks 
and marshes, they arrived at the landing about mid- 


night, when men having been left with boats, the 
Jack iars and contrebands, all armed, started forth 
under command of Ensign Stephen W. Rhoades, of 
Boston. The march was about two and a half miles 
inland, and they reached and surrounded the house 

fore an alarm was given. The ensign at the head 
of his sea-d made a dosh at the door, which was 
found strongly barricaded, but yielded to the pres- 
sure, and after a few shots were exchanged nine rebel 
cavalrymen surrendered. The horses were turned 
out, and with the prisoners the impromptu squad re- 
turned to their boat and safely reached the bank. The 
Saeoere were owners of several islands in the 

sto. 


— The new gunboat Mattaheasett, from Boston, 
has arrived at this city and is at the foot of Delancey 
street, East River. 


— The eplendid frigate Re d’Italia, built for the 
Itatian Navy by Wm. H. Webb, was successfull 
launched from his shipyard at the foot of Sixt 
street, Kast River, on the 18th of April. 


— On the 4th irst., in the Bahama Chanrel, the 
British gunboat Signet was fired upon by the U. 8. 
Gusbeet Connecticut, who mistook her for the Ala- 

ama. The mistake was promptly explained and 
settied satisfactorily. 

— The United States ship Jamestown, Captain 
Price, arrived at Montevideo, Dec. 25, and sailed for 
China, Feb. 4—all well on board. The Unitea States 
steamer Pulaski was sold at Montevideo, Jan, 22, at 
public auction, for about $8,000. 

Depart- 


—— Ordera have been sent from the Na 
ment to the Government contractor at Philadelphia, 
directing h'm to commence at once the building of a 
steam gunboat to suit the machinery of the steamer 
Princess Royal, which was coptured while cndeavor- 
ing to run the blockade. The name of the new vessel 
is to be the Kansas. 


—— The Government have purchosed the new iron 
steamer Nypho, which was lately built by Mr, Smith 
of East Boston, under a contract of R. 8. Forbes and 
was intended for the river trade in China. She is 
about 600 tons burthen, ard a v ees | and sub- 
stantial eteamer. Her engine machinery were 
built by the Atlantic Works. On the trial trip the 
engine worked admirably, She is now fitting ior the 
blockading service at the Navy Yard. 

Person —Governor Coburn, of Maine, and 
Councilmau Holden visited the marine soldiers at 
Fort Schuyler and David’s Island on the 20th of 
April, and are now in Washington. They are ona 
a mission for the good of the soldiers of thir 

tate, 

—— The President has recognized John Schumaker 
as Consu: for Bremen, 


-—— Gen. Buell is in Weshington, which he has 
vieited with the intention of taking the depositions 
of Gen. Halleck and Gov. Andrew Johnson, to 
used by the military Commission engsged in the in- 
vestigation of his campaign. 


—— Mr. Murdock is giving dramatic readings at St. 
Louis. He recited a scene irom Mathews’s “ Jacob 
Leister” with truly Shakspearcan effect. 


— Capt. Worden has been compelled to leave the 
Montauk, and recruit his he:.lth with his family. It 
will be remembered that he was much injured in the 
head anc eyes in his famous battle with the Merri- 
mac; then again he was sorely tried in the Fort Mc- 
Allister and Nashville affairs. The last Charleston 
bombardment has rendered it necessary to relicve him 
for some time. ‘Ihe Montauk is at present com- 
manded by Lieut. Fairfax of Trent-Jacyntho fame, 
and who was assaulted by Miss Slidell, 


—— Mies Anna Dickinson, who has lately distin- 
guished herself by her sttmp socanng, guve a lec- 
ture at the Cooper Institute on the 2ist to a crowded 
audience. She is a Philadelpbian by birth, is about 
26 years old, dresses with great taste, and is, so adds 
the ungallaut World reporter, not unattractive in 
person. She is an anti-slavery lecturer and very 
eloquent. 


—— The story about the capture by the rebels of 
Col. Robert Johvson, son of Gov. Atdrew Johnson, 
of Tenncesec, was fabricated. He is in Nashville, at- 
tending to his dutics. 


— James B Clay, son of the great Ashland orator 
and statesman, is colonel of one of the rebel regi- 
ments attached to Humpbrey Marshall's command. 

1. Clay was once a member of the Federal Con- 
gress, but was never noted for anything except the 
tearing down of his father’s mansion, and having the 
beams and rafters manufactured into walking cancs, 
which he peddled out at ¢5 each. 


— John Hobart Warren, who was rceently elected 
Mayor of St. Paul, Minnesota, was Secretary of the 
American Legation to Spain under President Fill- 
more’s administratior. 


Obituary.—Mr. Johnson, Mayor of Hoboken, 
died on Saturday morning, April 18, in his 67th year. 


— Lieut. Samuel Raymond, 131st New York vol- 
unteers, died suddenly on the march to Terrebonne, 
Louisiana, on the Ist of April. He was a bruve 
young officer. 

— The Boston Transcript records this remarka- 
ble case of longevity: “ Mrs. Lydia Nickerson, who 
died in this city on hep O was born in Lynn, Oct. 
7.1763, and at the time of her death had reached the 
remarkable age of 99 years, eix months and five days. 
She was the daughter of Moses Hart, who was a re- 
sident of Lynn, and who held a commission as Cap- 
tain in a company of Massachusctts militia in the 
Revolutionary war. Her first husband, Gardner 
Greenleaf, jr., was born in Medford in 1765, and was 
commissioned Captain in the Massachusetts militia 
by Governor Increase Sumner in 1798. She was a 
worshipper with the School Street Parish from its 
foundation m 1817, and became a member of the 
church after she was 90 years of age.” 


— William Rafvus Biake,the well-known come- 
dian, died at the Parker House, Boston, on the 23d of 
April. He was born in Halifax, Nova Scotia, in 
1£05. He performed only the nj ht before his death, 
and appeared to be in his usual health. M,s. Blake, 
a sister of the Placides, survives him. He leaves 
one son, Dr. Louis Blike, an officer in the United 
States army. ° 

ts and Offences.—A returned soldier, 
shecttente 006 on the 20th April, charged with 
murdering Ellen Kearns, on the last 5hJuly. He 
escaped arrest at the time, leaving for the war imme- 
diately after, and did not return till a few days since, 
when he was arrested. 


— A German shoemaker, residing in Grand street, 
committed suicide on the 20th April. Cause un- 
knewn. 

— A Mrs Schmitz and her daughter were arrested 
on the 20th April, charged with attempting to poison 
Mrs. Striger, whose husband had become infatuated 
with the younger Schmitz, who is the same woman 
that agreed to poison herself with Mr. Noll, who died 
from the effects. This new affair throws a suspicious 
light on the former mysterious event. 

— Lieut. Hannen, 5th Mich., was accidental! 
shot dead on the 20th April, at Fairfax, by one of his 
own men. 

— Thomas Lerson, 35th N. Y. V., shot himself b 
accident, at Falmouth station, on the 20th April, 
while skylarking with « comrade. 

— Col. Baker’s detectives have arrested two men, 
named Hut’on and Willis ms, who have been ve | 
themselves off as ea balming surgeous U. 8. A., 
offering to forward the bo ies o1 deceased scidicrs 
upon the remittance of money. 

— A young man, Stackpole, administered poison 
to his father, mother, brothers and sisters the other 
day. The youngest, a «irl three ycars old, died from 
the effects. He has been arrested. He is supposed 
10 be ineanc. . 

— An Irishman, named William Willis, called 
upon a married lady, Mrs. Phelan, lately, at Elien- 
ville, N. Y., and. after reproaching her for not marry- 





ing bim, caught hold of her, and cut her throat, She 





fell dead at his feet. Cauee, “ of course,” so he sali, 
** excessive love for his victim.” 


— A ra‘lroad accident occurred on the 20th April, 
near Epes, Mass. Onc killed and two badly 


— The by ergy | ferryboat Nebraska ran 
down a small boat on Sunday eveving, 19th April 
when nesr the New York sid’. ‘he boat 
three men, cne of whom was drowned. 


—— Count de Puyscger, Lieutenant of the imperial 
navy of France, and now attached to the French 
transport ship La Scine, lying off the Battery, was 
arrested on the 20th April, fur attempting to on 

vessel a , by name of Peter 
Brown. Brown, who is an Amcrican citizen by adop- 
tiou, cried out lustily for ays and Officer Herbert, of 
the 27th Precinct, came to his assistance, took him 
from the boat, and, upon learning the facts of the 
case, arrested the Count, and took him before Justice 
Connolly, who held him for an assault. 


—— All the buildings of Tyree Springs, Tenn. 
have been destroyed oF fire. It is eee to have 
been the act of an incendiary. 


Foreign. — A biography of Father Mathew 
founded on his letters and diaries, is preparing for 
a by M. Maguire, M.P., for Dungarvon, 


—— There are 6,760 milcs of railway in operation in 
France, and 3,450 more in process of construction 
The total sum expended in their construction is 
$i,1 ,000, of which $718 000,000 had Leen expended 
up to of last year. The French railways 
cost on an average about $100,000 per miic, 


—— In acave, onthe banks of the river Charente, 
in France, in the department of Vienne, M. Joly has 
discovered a conglomerate of a recent gvol 
formation, which contains, among the pebbles and 
patural cement which compose it, a consideruble 
quantity of objects worked by the hand «f man, in 
fiint or in bone, such as knives and arrow-heads On 
a fragment of polished bone, broken out of the mass, 
he has found designs of two quadrupeds in F npewed 
the to be deer. This is certainly the most 
ancieut specimen of design yet found in Gaul, and if 
we may judge by the very crude nature of the instru- 
ments fo in the same place, and by the absence of 
metal in any form im the cupglomerate, it may be 
attributed to the very first age of civilization. All 
yo specimens have been deposited in the museum 

uny. 


—— One of the Sultan’s ex-chamberlains was re- 
cently married under circumstanccs which remiud one 
of the freaks of Frederick of Prarsia. The official 
received a sudden summons from bis imperial master, 
and without having had any previous intimation o 
what was about to take place, v*s ordered forthwith 
to marry one of the ladies of the palace, whom of 
course he had never seen, and whom, it is said, he had 
not before heard of. In ten minutes the melancholy 
affair was over. 


—— The French Emperor has a silver vase in his 
bedroom, which was lately found by the diggers on 
the site of the ancient — of Alesia. His Majesty 
has persuaded himself that it belouged to Julius Ceser, 
and taken an ex raordinary liking to it, 


— The Viceroy of Egypt has decided that the 
Egyptian army shall be numerically small, but com 
posed of picked troops, and that the —7 school 
shall be modelkd accordirg to that of St. Cyr. 
Among other measures deciucd on by the successor 
of Said Pacha are mentioned the creation of an 
E tian Moniteur, in the Arab language ; ofa record 
of laws aud acts of the public authorities in Egypt; 
aregular account of the Egyptiun public debt; an 
lastly, of the creation of a civil register in Egypt. 


—— All Paris has been ringing with the scandal of 
a notorious g:mbling and cheating case, vith the 
details of which many of the jeunesse dorée, or young 
nodility, are mixed up. The chief culprits are the 
celebrated gambler Garcia, who has so often broken 
the banks at Haniburg and Baden, and Cabzado, late 
director of the Italian Opera. These two were pre- 
sent at the house of a well-known “ lady,” where the 
play became very deep, and where ti.e Duc de Cade- 
rousse Grammont (implicated in the late fatal auel), 
the Prince Demicoff and others took part. They 
were discovered he | “ packed” cards, and were 
stripped and executi with a tremendous row, and have 
since been tried and condemned to five years and 
thirteen months respectively. The incidents brought 
to light display the profligate lives of ull the partics 
concerned. 


cont: 





Literary. —Sir Charics Lyeil’s -“ Geological 
Evidences ot the Astiedity of Man” has had 80 quick 
a sale, that Childe, the publi+her, is preparing another 
edition, witi: an appendix, for immediate publication. 


— An account of the Battle of Waterloo has been 
found in the late Duke of Wellington's own writing, 
among his papers. It isto be published. It refutes 
the systematic lying of Thiers and other French 
writers, »nd utterly puts to flight the stilted balder- 
dash of Victor Hugo. 


—— Lamartine is now busy writing an elaborate 
essay on Macbeth. 

— Charles Dickens is going to try his haad onre 
more on a serial story. It is founded on the Roupcll 
forgery case. 

—— Miss Fanny Kemble is about publishing a work 
which, it is said, will contain a powertul view of 
slavery. It is entitled, “‘ The Journal of a Residence 
ona Ge rgia Plantation in 1837 and 1838.” 


— Capt. Hall, the Arctic explorer, delivered a 
most entertaining lecture on his voyage and dis- 
coveries, at the C her of C ce, on the 2ist of 
April. His arrangements are nearly complete for 
another volume. r. Parker Snow, anotuer well- 
known Arctic traveller, is V-y- fe with his 
“Journal,” which will soon be published by one of 


our first publishers, 


t.—Col. Forney in a letter to a friend 
o m do you think I met latt night? 
Pierce, neither more nor le:s, And looking 
like a m—fat, friendiy and (pardon me, 
General!) 54. I had not seen him for three years. 
Reme mbe his kindness to me in deys —- 
and his nature and gencrous heart, I felt gl 
once more to take him by the hand. We spoke no 
politics, for we differ much, I am rorry to feel, on 
these troubles; but I soon saw that we did not differ 
on 


on one point, viz: that there was to be no 
of this ublic.” 


—— An Indiana soldier who was accused of steal- 
ing a rebel’s goose, suid he found the bird hisaing at 
the American flag, and arrested it ior treason. 


—— Ata dinner- y given in New York in 1775, 
says the Evening Post,a gentleman of considcrable 
notoriety ss a wit was asked: “ y, what is a 
tory?” He replied, “A tory is a creature whose 
head is in England while bis y is in America, and 
I think the two parts ought to be joined together by 
stretching the neck.” 

—— The Rome correspondent of the Londun Post, 
under date of April 2d, says: ‘‘ Anglo Saxon, or 
rather Anglo-American, amusements took place on 
the same day in the Campagna, in the vicinity of the 
Claudian Aqueduct, about four miles irom Rome. 
Mies Hoerriet Hosmer, the celebrated Americen 
sculpturess, had see Mr. Spiers, an English 

, and the ted master of the hounds 
not a numerous pack), to ride a stecplechase mat. h. 
e event came off in presence of a pretty numerous 
field of British, American and sportin oman 8 
tators. Mies Hosmer rode well and took allher ape 
stone-walls, rails and hurdles very poate. and led 
until pear the winning-post, wheu Mr. Spiers’ jockey- 
ship overcoming his gullautry, he calicd on his horse 
and came in winner.” 

—— Newberne. N. C, was originally called New 
Berne, from its founders, who were cwigrants from 
Berne, Switzerland. 

—— A dancer once said to a8 in, “* You cannot 
stand on one leg so long asIcan.” “ Perhaps not,” 
sald the Spartan, ‘‘ but any goose can.” 
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. 6, 
THE CONFEDERATE PIRATE SCHOONER J. M. CHAPMAN, UNDER THE GUNS OF THE U. 6. SLOOP-OF-WAR CYANE, THE MORNING AFTER ER CAPTURE IM GAH PRANONOO BAT, Cas., “Ase! 
FROM A SKETOH BY ME. G. BH. BIGELOW, OF SAN FRANCISCO. : 
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“THE WALTZ OF ANTIETAM.” 


BY J. W. WATSON. 
“ How do you like the new waltz?” I was asked as 
Tree TT What is it 
“The Antietam Waltz,” was the answer. 
So soon—ere yet the lifeblood dries 
That gushed from many a manly breast, 
Ere yet the cry of woe is o’er, 
And ere the wearied victors rest 
Upon their bruised and battered arms— 
The harp and horn have gaily pealed 
To merry groups a gladsome air 
Of red Antietam’s field. 


Beneath the glare of myriad lamps 
How many bosoms softly beat 
An echo to the mocking air 
That moves the facile dancers’ feet! 
But look abroad, at those bereft 
Of every hope and living shield ; 
Their hearts lie buried with the dead 
Upon Antietam’s field. 


I would not stay the tide of mirth, 

Nor stop to weep amid the gladness, 
But still I'd have that joyfal air 

Replaced by one of quiet sadness. 
Upon the wind were other sounds 

When rushing thousands madly reeled, 
With shout and groan and deadly blow, 

Upon Antietam’s field. 


One merry whirl, then come to me, 
And let me tell thee tales of truth— 
How the strong man went boldly forth, 
In all the confidence of youth, 
To win a suldier’s name and fame ; 
With nervous hand and bosom steeled, 
He sought them both amid the fray 
Upon Antietam’s field. 


He fell, with torn and broken limbs; 

Right onward swept the countless throng ; 
Trampled beneath the horses’ feet, 

Or fainting, borne with speed along; 
Sweared with the sand and clotted gore, 

No more his hand the weapons wield ; 
He gasps—he staggers and he falls 

Upon Antietam’s field. 


Oh, well it were no mother’s cye 
Should see him in that dreadful hour, 
Howe’er might soothe her kindly touch, 
However healing be her power! 
All gashed and crushed, with starting eyes, 
His livid features half revealed, 
He lies, a mass of lifeless dross, 
Upon Antietam’s field. 


Trace, with the limner’s magic art, 

The deeds we term unfading glory, 
Or weave them in undying song, 

Or tell them in immortal story— 
Still will it be a thrice-told tale, 

A truth that will not be concealed, 
A drama, acted o’er and o’er 

Upon Antietam’s field. 


Then change the music of to-night, 
Or bid it bear some other name, 
And though the very note and time, 
It will not seem or sound the same. 
And if through many a weary year 
Its gaping wounds remain unhealed, 
We'll chase from memory all the woe 
Of red Antietam’s field. 


PRIZE STORY 


No, 13, 


ELSIE MONTIETH. 


AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 





CHAPTER V. 

SrRino came, and with it a letter from Kathie. 
She was to be married in a week or so—would I 
‘ome down and act as bridesmaid? She wanted 
™ 80 much—would be so hurt if I refused to come. 
tenn Partly for the sake of the journey, partly 

convince her that I did not feel unkindly. In 
te tremulous flush of « May twilight she and 

met me at the station, and we drove up to 





their house together. It was a pretty Southern 
villa, encompassed with flowering shrubs and trop- 
ical blossoms, a fitting abode for one so fair and 
flower-like as Kathie. She seemed overjoyed to 
see me—led me off to her boudoir, and seating me 
in an armchair threw her arms around my neck 
and burst into tears. 

** What is it, Kathie ?” I asked. 

“Oh, cousin Elsie, I am so happy! 
timer so much!” she sobbed. 

“ Well, is that what you are crying about ?” 

* Oh, no, no!—but it spoils all my happiness to 
see you looking so pale and sad; indeed it does, 
cousin Elsie.” 

“Don’t distress yourself, Kathie, I am doing 
very well. Olive-complexioned people never look 
happy like little rosebuds, such as you are; but 
they feel so, nevertheless.” 

**Do you feel happy, cousin Elsie ?” 

She bent back my head and sought to read my 
face. 
“Happy enough, Kathie.” 

“ Oh, I’m so glad! And now let me tell you— 
Oscar loves you, cousin Elsie: loves you better 
than any one else in the world. Don’t you think 
you could love him, just a little bit ?” 

“T like him as my cousin, Kathie; I can be 
nothing more to him.” 

“ Oh, cousin Elsie, don't say so—please don’t! 
It will break his heart.” 

“ Hearts don’t break as easily as you imagine, 
Kathie. Oscar is handsome and wealthy, and will 
find no difficulty in winning a bride. I can only be 
his friend.” 

** Don’t you ever intend to marry, cousin Elsie ?” 

“No, Kathie, I shall never marry.” 

Her pretty face quivered and tears filled her 
eyes. 

“Oh, dear!” she sighedé, “ it’s too bad—I am so 
sorry for it.” 

“ Sorry for what, Kathie ?” 

“Oh, noth'ng, nothing—only that you’ll be an 
old maid. Please don’t, cousin Elsie! Think how 
lonely you'll be—and everybody laughs at cld maids 
too. Marry Oscar, cousin Elsie. Think how much 
happier you would be, with a husband and children 
to love you.” 

“* Kathie, this is all folly—I shall never marry 
your brother. Don’t allude to the subject again.” 

She rose up reluctantly, and for several moments 
her lips quivered, but her maid came in to dress 
her, and the April cloud cleared off. She was soon 
all life and sunshine, prattling joyously of her fine 
robes and her jewels, of the beautiful presents Mor- 
timer had brought her, and of their splendid home 
in the gay Southern city. 

Mortimer Layton was a handsome man. When 
he came forward to greet us, as we entered the 
parlor, I wondered for the moment that he had 
ever chosen Kathie, but the moment he spoke I 
comprehended. I had mistaken him for a clearly- 
cut Koh-i-noor, but he was only paste—artfully 
moulded and polished. He suited Kathie. 

They were married in the dreamy twilight—she, 
flushed, radiant and almost angelic, in her pearls 
and orange-blossoms; he, elated and triumphant. 
The next morning we started for the Lakes and 
Niagara. 

Our tour was a pleasant one. We—or at least I 
—communed with nature in her divinest moods, 
and penetrated into the veiled temples of her mys- 
tic beauty. Kathie and her husband were too 
completely absorbed in their newly-wedded bliss to 
give eye or ear to aught else, and Oscar was no 
genuine lover of travel. In novelty, excitement 
and change of scene he certainly delighted, but not 
in nature. She was too chaste and majestic, 
exacted too much homage for herself, and afforded 
too little personal gratification. Oscar found little 
enjoyment in anything, no matter how great or 
grand, that did not contribute directly to his own 
selfish enjoyment. But he made himself an agree- 
able companion, sparing no pains for my com- 
fort, and anticipating my slightest wishes. 

On the last night in May we stood together at 


I love Mor- 








Niagara. The mighty cataract was casting up its 
gleaming showers of spray, and far down below us 
the moonlight dimly revealed the yawning chasms. 
A single step, and life would be over. I gazed 
with a kind of fascination into the surging deeps, 
and (God forgive me!) I longed to plunge in, and 
let the strong waves bear me away, out of the reach 
of all sorrow, sin and misery. 

Oscar turned towards me, his face expressive of 
some sudden determination. 

“Cousin Elsie, I love you—will you be my 
wife ?” 

‘No, sir!” 

He took out his watch, and bent his eyes upon 
me with a strange lambent fire in their dusky 
depths. 

“Elsie! I cannot live without you. Loving you 
as I do, existence is unbearable. I give you three 
minutes to decide in. Accept me, and my life, 
love and fortune are at your disposal. Reject me, 
and I will plunge into that boiling flood, and end 
my mi ery! Remember, my life is in your hands.” 

For a moment my heart seemed to stand still. 
Could I stand there and see him die? A lightning 
thought shot through my brain. If he loved me 
sincerely—if he really meant what he said—I would 
die with him—we would both plunge in together. 
I blush to remember it now—but I was nov wholly 
sane at that time, or else the evil in me had over- 
mastered the good. 

“No, cousin Oscar,” I said firmly, ‘‘I cannot 
accept you.” 

He made a frantic plunge forward—paused, 
glanced at my face, then, with a muttered curse, 
turned from me and walked rapidly away. 

I travelled home without a companion; for on 
the very day after his heroic attempt to frighten me 
into accepting him, Oscar took ship for India. 
Kathie urged me to spend the summer with her, 
but my soul yearned for its dwelling-place. I went 
back to Mansion Monteith and resumed my old 
avocations, with a sadder and a wearier heart. 





CHAPTER VI. 

Frvr years after, while I sat, languid and spirit- 
less, in the inner recesses of my greenhouse, on a 
scorching August afternoon, Hermina came in with 
a letter. It was from Kathie, and ran thus: 

Covsin E_s1r—Everybody here is dead or dyin 
—it is worse than the ancient plague. My husban 
was buried yesterday—-my little boy died this morn- 
ing, and I am dying now, with my newborn babe 
in my arms. Oh, cousin Elsic, come to me, come 
to me, I beseech you! It is terrible to die alone, 
wich no one but strangers about me—andI want 
you to take my baby, my poor little baby. No one 
will take care of it but you. Don’t refuse me, 
Cousin Elsie—I must see you, indeed I must. I 
cannot die in peace unless I do. Come to me at 
once, or it will be too late.” 


I did not stop a single instant to contemplate the 
possible consequeuces. The next train bore me 
on towards the doomed city. 

It was high noon on the second day after my 
departure when I reached it. 

‘* All in a hot and copper sky 
The yellow sun at noon 
Right up above the (town) did stand, 

No bigger than the moon,” 
and without even the shadow of a cloud to subdue 
its blistering heat. The very air seemed to tingle, 
and the brick pavements lay fairly baking in the 
blinding glare. Not a breath of air stirred the 
thick, stagnant silence, only at intervals—and then 
it was not air, but a blast of deadly fire, sweeping 
the white dust round the corners, with all the ter- 
rific power of a desert simoom. 

Slowly through the dusty, deserted streets we 
wound along, pausing ever and anon to give pas- 
sage to a death-cart piled with coffins, or a hearse 
with sable plumes. At last we reached the dwell- 
ing, a stylish residence in a fashionable bleck; but 
oh, how terribly silent! Not a sound—not a voice 
or footstep disturbed the hot, lurid silence—noth- 
ing but the rattle of the death-wheels and the 
mournful tolling of the church-bells. The leaves 





Oscar’s Swit, 


of the China trees in front of the mansion hung 
motionless and covered with dust; the fountain in 
the yard no longer sent up its silvery showers, 
the flowers in the parterres were crisp and color- 
less. Everything betokened death and dire deso- 
lation. I alighted and lifted the knocker, but no 
one respended. I pushed open the door and 
entered alone. The parlor was silent and tenant- 
less, the candles had burned down in their sockets ; 
a canary lay dead in his cage; the grand piano 
was open, and the cushions scattered about, just 
as they had last been left. 

Sick and shuddering I ascended the broad stair- 
way. In the first chamber a servant girl lay dead, 
in the second stood an empty coffin, in the third I 
found Kathie, and an old negro woman watching 
by her bedside. But oh, how terribly changed 
since when I had last beheld her! Ter sweet face 
swollen and distorted, her blue eyes wide and va- 





The Return o7 the Albatross. 


cant, and her flossy golden hair thrown back in 
tangled masses from her burning forehead. 

** Come to de house ob mournin’, missus ?” said 
the woman, rising up and offering me her seat 
as I approached the bed; ‘‘ Nuffin here but death. 
Eberybody’s dead or dyin’. All’s gone from hyer 
but poor Miss Kathie. She go soon—poor, pretty 
little lamb.” 

Isat down by the bedside, but Kathie did not 
recognise me, her reason was quite gone, and she 
tossed from side to side, moaning and murmuring 
incoherently. Half an hour later the old physician 
called in on his hourly round. 

‘* Ah, child, you’ve come to a desolate house and 
to a doomed city,” he said, sadly, “‘ the very curse 
of God seems upon us. She will die to-night, 
poor child, and ’tis better for her. Her husband 
and child have both gone, let her follow.” 

“Will she regain her consciousness before she 
dies ?” 

“Can’t tell—sometimes they do; but the most of 
em die off so. She may, her fever is terrible.” 

My heart sunk within me at the thought. Must 
she die, and never know how freely I had forgixen 
her? 

‘I took the baby away yesterday,” he continued, 
“it’s at home with my wife, and you must go away, 
too. You'll die if you stay here.” 

“I am not unwilling.” 

He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 

** Maybe not; but life’s too precious to be thrown 
away. You must go. I'll call in here every half 
hour, and see that all’s right.” 

“T shall not leave my cousin while she lives, 
doctor.” 

“But you'll die, child; there’s no hope of 
escape.” 

** Let me die, then.” 

“Well, well; have yourown way. Ihaven’t met 
with your like before. People enly care for them- 
selves now.” 

He gave me a few directions, a cordial for Kathie, 
a bottle of strong essences for myself, and de- 
parted, leaving me alone, alone, as it seemed, in a 
great city of death. I drew the blinds in to shut 
out the blistering heat, and sat down by Kathie’s 
pillow. 

“Forgive me, cousin Elsie, please forgive me. 
I am so sorry that I deceived you. Forgive me, or 
I cannot die in peace,” she murmured, tossing 
from side to side. 

“I do forgive you. I have forgiven you long 
ago, Kathie.” 

But she could not understand me, I could not 
even make her conscious of my presenee. Poor 
Kathie! once so gay and beautiful, now dying 
alone! My eyes filled with tears as I watched her, 
and I prayed more earnestly than I ever prayed 
before that she might live to know how freely I for- 
gave her for all the sorrow she had caused me. 

Slowly, slowly, with a cruel, torturing pace, the 
setting sun slid down, and atlast night came. But 
the air remained close and stifling, and the moon, 
as she came up above the mournful tiles, wore a 
lurid, baleful glare. I could not conceive her to be 
the same, sweet meon that I had seen hang tremu- 
lous in a sky of melting blue and pour her silver 
radiance over palpitating rivers and leagues of 
dewy meadow land. All nature had changed to 
me. She had put off her garments of beauty, her 
old, familiar smile of love, and arrayed herself in 
in brazen armor, like a fell destroyer. It was a 
terrible feeling; never before in all my life had I 
felt such utter desolation. God seemed to be afar 
off, high above all that brasslike expanse of sky, 
too high to hear the feeble whisper of my petitions. 
Beyond the silent city a faint gleam of the bay, 
drowsily stirred by a burning wind, and over all 
things hung a murky mist of smoke, prcceedin- 
from the tar heaps blazing in every corner. No 
sign of life was visible, save the dark forms of 





physicians as they glided along on their rounds of 





FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 





[May 9, 196s, 





_102 





mercy. No sound to be heard except the dismal 
rattle of wheels, and at intervals the mournful 
tolling of the church bells. 

Here was misery—here was desolation! I had 
pined because of the failing of a single hope. But 
this was only death; my sorrow was more than 
that. Better farto weep over the dead face of a 
loved one than over the estranged heart. 

“Cousin Elsic! Will she never, never come ?” 

I was beside the couch in an instant. 

*‘T am here, Kathie. I have been here all day, 
but you did not know me.” 

“ Tlove you, cousin Elsie—I love you.” 

“And love you too. But you must take this 
cordial now ard be very quiet; I want you to get 
well enough to go home with me to Monteith 
Mansion.” 

“No, no, I shall never get well; I am dying now 
You know [ am dying, cousin Elsie.” 

I would not deceive her wild questioning eyes— 
they read the truth in an instant. 

“¥cs, I am dying,” she u.urmured, mournfully, 
“and so young, too! But I wouldn’t mind it if I 
was good, good like you, cousin Elsie.” 

“You are as good as I am, Kathie; but you 
must ask God to make you better-——” 

“No, po—dont say that; I’m not good—I am 
wicked—wicked—and it’s spoiled all my happiness, 
and made miserable all my life; and now I can’t 
die for it. Oh, cousin Elsie!” . 
~ “What is it, Kathie?” I said, gently; “tell me, 
and perhaps I can comfort you.” 

“Yes, yes, I must tell you—I can’t die in peace 
unless I do. But you won’t hate me for it—you 
won't forsake my poor little baby, will you, cousin 
Elsie ?” 

“No, Kathie.” 

“You'll be sure to take care of my baby, if I 
have been wicked ?” 

** Yes, Kathie; your baby shall want for nothing. 
I will rear it as my own child.” 

Her lips quivered, and tears stole from beneath 
her half-closed lids, but her burning cheeks soon 
dried them. 

“Cousin Elsie,” she said, her veice low and 
faltering, “‘ Duncan Lee was not false to you.” 

My heart gave a great bound, and then seemed 
to stand still. 

“No, cousin Elsie,” she continued, “ he loved 
you faithfully. I deceived you, when I told you 
he didn’t. But it was Oscar’s fault; he wanted to 
marry you himself, you know, not because he loved 
you—for Oscar never loved anything but himself— 
but he wanted to get your for:une and the old 
mansion. He promised me a whole set of diamonds 
if I’d break off the engagement between you and 
Duncan. I didn’t like to do it, but he persuaded 
me so much; andthen I wanted the diamonds so 
badly, and he never gave them tv me after all,” she 
added, a slight regrct shadowing her face even 
then. 

“How did you manage to do it, Kathie?” I 
asked, my heart frozen into adamantine calmness. 

“Oh, it was easy enough. I told Duncan that 
ycu and Oscar loved each other, and then I made 
you believe that Oscar loved me; that was ali. 
You remember that last night when he and I walked 
togethcr on the terrace? Well, he talked of you 
the whole time; said he never loved any other 
woman, and never should, and seemed to feel so 
badly that I would have told him the whole truth, 
if I had not been afraid of Oscar. And Duncan 
wrote to you, cousin Elsie, that morning the sailor 
came; he brought a letter for you, but I took it 
from him and hid it. Can you forgiveme? Iam 
very, very sorry.” 

“Yes, Kuthie, I forgive you. Where is the 
Ictter ?” 

“Tn that little ebony box. I put it there the day 
before I was taken sick. Somehow I never could 
burn it. I felt that I must give it to you some 
day.” 

I opened the little box and took out the letter. 
The same old seal, the same bold, running hand, 
so familiar, so fundly cherished. I opened it and 
read : 


“EvstE—I shall not upbraid you—I will try to 
forgive you, to pray that you may be happy, though 
you have well-nigh broken my heart. How could 
youd it, Elsie? How pot a cast me off for a 
stranger, knowing that 1 loved youso well? Have 
you forgotten all the past, our happy childhood, our 
riper years? Elsie, Elsie, have you furgutten them 
in a few short weeks? 

“Tam poor, Elsie; your father was my bene- 
factor. But, proud as I am, I was willing to receive 
everything from your hands, not because I valued 
the gifts, but because of my love for the giver 
But you have blighted my whole existence. I shall 
never trust again. I would have staked my soul's 
salvation on your truth and fidelity, but you have 
failed me, and from henceforth I am an infidel. 
Kuthie told me of your love for Oscar, and I would 
not remain and annoy you with my presence. I 
have gone, Elsie—a wanderer on the face of the 
earth, without hope, or home, or friends. I could 
bear my own misery if I felt sure of your happi- 
ness, but I fear for it, Elsic; Oscar Dubois is not 
the man to make you happy. But God be with and 
bless you. Farewell. Duncan.” 


The letter fell from my nerveless fingers, the 
room swam round, and for an instant a dull tumul- 
tuous roar shut out life and consciousness. But 
the sight of her pale face restored me. 

“Forgive me, cousin Elsic!”’ she pleaded, her 
lips white and tremulous, and great beads of per- 
spiration glistening on her forehead. 

‘I do fergive you, Kathie, with all my heart.” 

“Bless you, cousin Elsie! you are so good. I 
have been very sorry. The thought of your un- 
happiness made me. miserable with my husband 
and children. I never could banish it. Do you 
think God will forgive me, cousin Elsie ?” 

“Tf you ask him, Kathie.” 

She closed her eyes, and for several moments her 
lips moved in prayer, when she opened them again 
they flared mildly, and her face looked strange and 
sharp. 

“Almost gone,” she whispered, grasping with 





her thin hands among the bedclothes. “Be kind 
to my little baby—Lord Jesus, receive my spirit.” 
A convulsive gasp, a slight shuddering tremor, 
and all was over. I stood alone with the dead. 
The lurid moon soarcd up the burning sky, until 
her ghostly light stole through the parted curtains 
and rested on her still white face. She was very 
beautiful, even more sothan in life. Tler blue eyes 
closed, her golden hair put back, her hands folded 
placidly upon her pulseless bosom. Every trace of 
resentment faded from my heart as I gazed upon 
her, and through that long and lonely nightwatch, 
I bathed her marble brow with tears of tender for- 
giveness. Death is a wonderful peacemaker. 





CHAPTER VII. 


We followed her to the grave the next morning, 
the old physician and I, to her grave in the silent 
cemetery. There we laid her down, with her hus- 
band and children, and then I took the little babe, 
and started homeward. I did not take the fever 
as the doctor had predicted. Indifference kept me 
from it, perhaps. They say it is a gooi preven- 
tive. 

My old home was waiting to receive me, and 
there, in the early days of September, my little babe 
(Duncan I call him) and I began our lonely life 
together. We are lonely still, for Duncan has 
never returned, I Lave sent dispatches to Liver- 
pool, and to other foreign parts; I have recalled 
him through the public press, but he has never 
come. Four years ago I read a thrilling account of 
a lost vessel, and of the noble efforts of the Alba- 
tross, Duncan Lee, Commander, to save the drown- 
iug crew. That is all I ever heard of him. He 
may be dead, now, for aught I know—the Albatross 
may have gone down to-night. How the winds 
shrick and beat the wild rain ’gainst my window! 
Ten long, leng years, and no compensation yet! 
Will it ever come? Will the sure years ever re- 
veal it? Never! Emerson is mistaken. Jf it fail 
me—it may fail all humanity. The wild weather 
has subsided—it is September now. The hills are 
mist-crowned, the fields bathed in bloom. Soft, 
golden beams steal through my window, against 
which the tempest so lately beat. The river throbs 
and gleams with joy,and the triple mountain wears 
a crown ot misty radiance. I can see the yellow 
cornfields and the waving meadows, and hear the 
song of the reapers and the mellow tinkle of the 
cattle-bells, as I sit here, just as I did in my dream 
last night. It was a pleasant dream—a singing 
fountain in the desert. Duncan was with me, we 
sat together on the little knoll, under the mighty 
chestnut trees, feeling just as we did the day he put 
on my betrothal ring. Morning dispelled the sweet 
illusion, but it has not made me less happy. 

The sunlight breaks through the trees in warm 
golden beams—the world is full of beauty—I begin 
to feel it now, and it seems to bring back my long 
departed childhood. A new life has opened upon 
me—a kind of moonlight radiance o’erflooding 
all my night-darkened sky, with a brightness almost 
sweeter and holier than the dazzle of noonday. 

I have been very ill, on the very verge of the 
grave. But I still live, toa nobler purpose, I trust. 
I have been all wrong. I see it clearly now. I 
have seen it ever since that evening when my old 
minister watched beside me. I was very weak, 
seemingly near unto death. 

“Spare her, O Father, if it be thy will,” he 
prayed. 

** No, no, let me die, let me die, and end all this 
misery. I am weary, weary—compensation will 
never come.” 

“Not while you look for it, daughter—it is ever 
an unexpected blessing—and besides, only those 
who deserve it get it—do you ?” 

I saw myself there, as in a mirror. Deserve it? 
No! AmI not receiving my just deserts? I’ve 
got what we pay for—no more, no less. What have 
I paid for? Nothing! All this mourning and re- 
pining has been in vain, it can bring me no reward. 
I begin to have new perceptions now—life has 
changed somehow— 

“ Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 
Is our destined end or way, 


But to live that each to morrow . 
Find us further than to-day.” 


That is it—but oh, how far short have I fallen ef 


life’s true mission! Se'fish, utterly seifish, look- 
iag and murmuring for compeusation, when I have 
doue nothing to deserve it. Andif I had? Jesus 
of Nazareth received no compensation, nor asked 
for any. I wish I could be more like him. I am 
trying to do better, and I feel a strange, sweet con- 
tent. The world is not half so dark as formerly— 
the trees, the flowers, every one of nature’s children 
seem nearer and dearer. My heart swells with a 
feeling of common fellowship. 

Even an old maid can go good, and doing good 
brings happiness. Little children call me Aunt 
Elsie, and I love to hear them. I am willing to 
grow old if it makes them love me. Kathie’s baby, 
my little Duncan—my blessing that I had well-nigh 
forgotten—calls me Aunt Elsie, too, lisping it out 
in soft childish accents. Every ring of his nu:- 
brown hair is worth a kingdom. Kathie more than 
repaid me for all my sorrow when she willed me 
her little babe. He sleeps in my bosom every 
night, and now I hear his little feet pattering up 
the stairway. There he is—my pride, my blessing 





—wmy little Duncan. Oh, darling, you are my com- | 


pensation. I am content—I have been down to the 
old trout-stream to-day ; the moss-covered rock on 


which we ysed to sit and watch the fading sunlight | 


is still there—so is the beech-tree, with our names 
side by side. The great chestnut trees are heavy 
with brown fruit, but there is no one now to shake 
it down into myapron. The little knoll upon which 
we sat when he put on my betrothal ring is round 
and green, and iringed with blossoms as of yore. 
Nature never changes. She stands firm and im- 
mutable in the midst of all our fluctuations. It is 
well—let something stand firm—we shall ourselves 
by-and-bye—sorrow will not last always—neither 
will change—we have the promise— 


“ The nights shall be fiJled with music, 
And the cares that infest the day 

Shall fold up their tents like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away.” 

The wildrose blooms on the hedgerow and :he 
lilies nod on the shore of the trout stream. I love 
to see them now, even while he is a wanderer, 0) 
sleepitg, maybap, amid the oceur pearis, for ] 
begin to scent the fragrance of the golden lily-bells 
of peace. On the banks of the River of Life they 
are blooming—we shall pluck them together, by- 
and-bye, oh, long-lost, but unforgetton friend! 
Perhaps this is the compensation I have hoped for. 
It is very sweet. I hope I am growing better as 
well as happier! I used to be so proud, so passion- 
ate, so revengeful. I don’t feel so now. Thank 
God that I don’t. I don’t mind the young girls, 
either, when they toss their pretty curls and call 
me “old maid.” They are very thoughtless—their 
kind young hearts would pity me if they knew my 
sorrowful story. Let them enjoy their youth. 1 
love to see them—sweet, unfolding roses. 

The world is growing brighter, the lily-bells are 
throwing their sheeny fragrance across the river 0 
shadows. I must go down to aunt Christie’s, to- 
morrow. She is my old nurse, and lives in a cot- 
tage by the seashore. My little Duncan wants to 
see the great ocenn—so do I—to hear its booming 
thunders. I think it will do me good. Even to 
kiss the waves that have dashed across the Alba- 
tross will be something. I will go. 





@H APTER VIII. 


I sat by the cottage window, gazing out upon 
the multitudinous ocean. 
“ The western wave ie all aflame, 
The day is well-nigh done, 


Almost upon the western wave 
Now rests the broad bright sun,” 


The sky hangs overhead like a loving benediction, 
and the great waters throb and pulsate like a happy 
human heart. 

On the first night after we reached aunt Christie’s 
cottage we had a terrific storm. The sky seemed 
almost to touch the heavy waters with its inky 
folds—the lightning blazed incessantly, and the 
winds wailed and moan: d and beat the mad waves 
against the shore, until we have believed them to 
be possessed of some great impelling agony. 

We sat together at the window—my old nurse 
and I—listening to the warring elements; and 
while we listened, slowly and solemnly across the 
maddened sea came the distant boom of a signal 
gun. 

“‘There’s a vessel a-wreck on the coast,”’ said 
aunt Christie. ‘God save the.poor crew.” 

Again and again we heard it, all through the 
long and dismal nigkt.. Was it a signal from the 
‘Albatross? Of course not. The Albatross never 
neared that coast—she was a cruiser in foreign 
waters. But she might be in danger—she too 
might be sinking—going down in that stormy dark- 
ness. I forgot my pity for the real in my fers for 
the imaginary. Morning broke upon my agonising 
reficctions, pencilling the East with innumerable 
hues of light. Saffron-sandaled the day came forth, 
and walked upon the bosom of the deep, lulling it 
into perfect repose. 

The fishermen collected on the strand to note 
the extent of the damage, and to gather plunder. 
A few shattered timbers were all that remained of 
the ill-fated vessel. Her signals had been in vain ; 
captain and crew had gonetogether. I watched the 
fishermen for awhile, and then strolled down the 
beach with Neptune and Duncan. The little fel- 
low ran on before me, watching the soaring sea- 
birds, and filling his apron with tinted shells and 
grains of golden sand. After awhile his roving eye 
caught sight of something far out upon the gleam- 
ing water. 

**Look there, aunt Elsie,” he cried, ‘‘ what is 
it—a ship or a bird?” 

I followed his pointing finger, and descried a lit- 
tle speck far out upon the sea. 

“ A bit of timber or a mass of turf,’”’ I answered, 
and was passing on, but he did not seem satisfied, 
and at the same moment Neptune lifted up his 
head and uttered a long, peculiar howl. 

Actuated by some blind instinct, or by the 
promptings of my better angel, perhaps, I retraced 
my steps to whvre the fishermen were gathered, 
and pointed out the diifting speck. One of them 
raised his spyglass and examined it carefully, then 
turning quickly about— 

+* Boys,” he said excitedly, ‘just put out the 
boat in a hurry; there’s a man on that bit of tim- 
ber!” 

The order was promptly obeyed, the little boat 
shot out like an arrow, and soon returned witha 
drowned man lashed toa spar. Neptune sprang 
into the boat before it touched the shore, and again 
his long and tremulous howl went echoing over 
the waters. They bore him to aunt Christie’s 
cottage—it was nearest to the strand—and left him 
in our hands while they went back to continue their 
search. 7 

Dripping garments, iron-gray hair and a marble 
face were his external characteristics. The old 
woman, accustomed to such things by her long life 
near the ocean, went through the usual course of 


| steamed blankets and restoring cordials, but with- 


out any apparent success. 

‘Loosen his collar and vest, Miss Elsie, and 
chafe his breast; we'll leave no means untried, poor 
fellow, but I fear he’s past hope.” 

I unbuttoned the cloth vest and turned back the 
broad collar. As I did so, a gold chain about his 
neck attracted my notice. Impelled by a sudden 
impulse, I lifted it in my fingers and drew from his 
bosom a small, pearl-set case. He had a wife, 
then, or a mother, or a sister—some one that he 
loved and thought of when those terrible waves cn- 
gulfed him. The thought fille’ my eyes with 
tears, and I was reverently replacing it when a 
peculiar gem in the scttings riveted my attention 
and made my heart cease to beat. I touched the 


spring, the ease flew open, revealing my own face 





———=- 
in the morning flush of its girlhood. That ,,,° 
roaring sound that had stunned me once nn 
filled my ears again; the room swam round, oy 
lid not quite faint, a sudden thought restoreg 
to the keenest consciousnese. = 

I would soon determine as to his identity, ] 
wway his sleeve and there it was—the little anch 
with D.L., the initials of his name, beneath . 
marked upon his right arm with India ink, An a 
sailor did it when he was quite a boy, and I } 
seen it a thousand times. He was Duncan— te 
at last—but how? Culd, pale, lifeless, with @ 
picture against his heart, but that was go 
enough to live and die for. 

Neptune watched by the bedside, and we Worked 
and prayed, and at last God beard us. At tw); h 
he tossed and murmured in the delirium or g . : 
fever. I never left him, not even for a sing 
moment, during eight long weary days and nights, 

On the ninth we thought he was dying. (ire, 
heads of perspirat’‘on hung on his colorless fore. 
head, and his broad chest rose and fell with short 
heaving respirations. His lips moved. I bent dow, 
and caught the whisper. 

“The Albatross has gone down and all my bray, 
men with her. I am going now down into the 
surging waters. I loved you, Elsie—I loye you, 
aow, Elsie, but you are false, false; let me go 
down.” 

Must he die thus, and never know howt 
have loved him? I threw my arms 
and lifted his head to my bosom. 

“Duncan, Duncan! I am Elsie—your Elsie! 1 
have always loved you—I love you still—it was jj 
a base falsehood. I ‘am true—I am true, Duncap 
Speak to me—tell me you know me—only ans 
word, Duncan!” 

He opened his eyes. They wandered inquiringly 
around, and then rested on my face with a gleam 
of joyful recognition. A smile of intense gladness 
parted his quivering lips, and he murmured feebly, 
but oh, so tenderly, ‘‘ My Elsie!” 

. * 7 « ” . 

It is spring time now. My old home is in a bloom 
of beauty. Every hedge and meadow and by-path 
is fringed with daisies. The old trout stream iy 
fragrant with lily-bells, and the great chestnyt 
trees scent the air with aromatic odors. Even the 
triple-coned mountain wears a genial aspect, 
crowned with green and purple. The sky looks 
down like the face of a smiling Omnipotence, and 
the air swarms with incense from ten thousand 
censers, 

I sit at my chamber window, gazing out through 
tears of joy on all this wondrous beauty. Neptune 
lies at my feet—poor Neptune, he is growing old 
now, but his eyes wear their old look of tender 
wistfuiness. My little Duncan watches his mimic 
vessel, as, with fluttering sails and streaming colors 
it breasts the silver ripples. I am not an old maid 
— but the loved and honored wife of Duncan 

e. 

Do I believe in compensation? I surely do! 
Emerson is right; I am his disciple henceforth ond 
for ever. I have learned a divine lesson, I have 
learned that there is— 

“In each woe a blessing folded, 
From all loss a greater gain; 


Joy and hope from fear and sorrow, 
st and peace from toil and pain, 


me joy, 


ruly | 
around him 


God is great! His name is mighty! 
He is victor ia the strife, 

For he bringeth good from evil, 
And from death commandeth life.” 


END, 





BUILDING A LEVEE AT BATON ROUGE. 


Our readers no doubt will recollect the 
great crevasses in the springs of 1857 and 1861, which 
spread desolation for miles aloug the banks of the 
Mississippi, more especially in the neighborhood of 
Gaton Rouge. In order to guard against a similar 
visitation this spring Gen. Banka has ordered the 
construction of an immense levee, beginvivg on the 
plantation of Mr. Hall, a short distance below Baton 
Rouge. This important work has been placed under 
the immediate superintendence of Capt. Hodze, 6 
member of Gen. Augur’s staff, and a man of grest 
fitness for tbis most important task. 

The work is car.ied on by contrabands, who wt 
moderately worked and Lberally paid. They low 
cheerfully and efficiently, and their conduct provel 
that paid negro Jabor would be more productive tha 
slave labor. About 1,000 are thus usefully occupied, 
in which number there arc about 190 women, Iti 
almost needless to add thit no white men couid per 
form this continuous work, whereas moderate labor 
is beneficial for the culored race. Mr. Schell’s sketch 





jis very ag R. the background is Byto 
n 


Rouge, where the on fleet ig prep ring fcr thelr 
attack on Port Hudson, which occurred the day after. 
The spectator is supposed to be looking north. 





CUTTING THE LEVEES. 


War calls upon men imperatively t do 
many things which teem most inhuman, and 0 
justified on the ground of being a choice of evils. 
Our sketch represents one of these painful acta, the 
cutting of the levees, near the State line of Louieiao# 
and Arkansas. The scene our Artist has sketched 
about 20 miles abuve Lake Providence, which is 00" 
connected with the Mississippi by a canal dug by 
Union troops, under Gen. McPhersou’s om 
whose headquarters are on tho shore of this beaut 
lake. Mr. Lovie says, in his letter to us, “ the soll 
very tough, aad will not wash away. Thi levee 
consequently, have to be blown up with gunpowder, 
The svil is then loorencd with spades. On the 
which I sketch, about hulf a mile has been removes 
and the water covers the ground te the depth of! 
leet, and steamboats now run iv to Bayou Maco. 

————= 
» &€ 

AN Important Event to Parrex t. 
Years HeNce.—The date of the end of the worl - 
satisfactorily fixed for the year 1886. ‘ihere ~ 
ancient ‘prediction, repeated by Noxtradamus ? 
“ Centuries,” which says that when St George “oa 
crucify the Lord, when St. Mark shall reise Him, he 
St. John shall assist at His ascension, the end 
world shall come. In the year 1686 it will hip? 
that Good Friday falls on Bt. Georgo’s “4y, -! of 
Sunday on St. Mark’s day, and Holy Thora he 
eae day, will be the feast of St. John 

i$, 
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FALL WINDS AND MAY FLOWERS. 


Tre bluff old wind came whistling by, 
And Fred went out and asked him why 
He made such rude tumultuous roar, 
And shook the house and banged the 
door; 
“Ha! ha!” said he, ‘I come to-day 
To take your pretty flowers away! 


«“]'l| strip the leaves from off the trees, 
And fling them wheresoe’er I please, 
Hither and thither, how they fly, 
As if alive like you and I? 
I'll fright the little birds away, 
And hush their singing many a day. 


‘Ah! do not do so, Mr. Breeze; 

Don’t take the leaves from off the trees; 
The pretty birds what have they done, 

That thus you scatter them for fun? 
What will my little sister say 

If you thus take her flowers away?” 


‘Go in, my little boy, go in, 
And help your little sister spin, 
And make the blazing fire more bright, 
For I will bring Jack Frost to-night, 
And he and I for very play 
Shall take your pretty flowers away. 


“fa! ha! don’t cry, for don’t you know 

We'll bring you lots of ice and snow? 
And you shall skate upon the bay, 

And down the hill side slide away ; 
You will not care a pin that day 

I took your pretty flowers away.” 


“J do not love you, ugly Breeze, 

To take the leaves from off the trecs; 
Bring back my pretty flowers, I say.” 

“ Ha! ha!” said he, “the first of May, 
The first of May, why then, my boy, 

You shall your pretty flowers enjoy.” 


The rude wind roared, and raved, and 
swept, 
The bleak hill tops then sweetly slept, 
Till softly walking one bright morn, 
He brought the flowers and clothed the 
thorn, 
“Ha! ha!” said he, “‘ did I not say 
I’d bring them back the first of May?” 


Now if my moral you would know, 
When storms of trouble rudely blow, 
Think not that joy shall come no more, 
For sunshine comes to every door: 
And He who bid your joys take wing 
Can bring you back the flowers of spring. 








THE DEAD MAN’S HAND. 


I was looking over some old family papers 
in my library one cold winter’s night, some years 
ago, when I met with the following strange story. 
I well remember the circumstance, for it was the 
last night of the old year, and there was a deep 
snow on the ground. After a snug dinner in the 
library, all alone, I had the fire made up, put my 
feet on the fender, and was fast going off into a 
doze, when I remembered that I had left unfinished 
a box of old family papers which my lawyer had 
brought up for my inspection a week ago. I drew 
the tin box well up on to the hearthrug, made a 
dive, and fetched up a packet of yellow papers tied 
up with red tape. Expecting some old deed or 
other, I was somewhat surprised when my eye fell 
on the f sllowing words ; 

“Tue Dead Man’s Hand; or, Truth is Stranger 
than Fiction.” 

Ihave since asce:tained that the papers in ques- 
tion were the property of my grandfather, who 
was a barrister. I believe he had a large practice 
at the bar, before he retired on coming into the 
property. The only other fact I know about him 
is that the place is still shown inthe ha-ha, where, 
after a hard run with the Downshire hounds, he 
was (4rown from his horse and carried home to 
rise Lo more. 

The “ Dead Man’s Hand” was not a lively sub- 
jecto:: a dark December night, with two feet of 
snow on the ground, and the winter wind howling 
wildly through the elm trees, and dying away in a 
sullen roar in the distant chase. However, I 
snuffed the candles, stirred up the fire, which cast 
a ruddy glow into the dark corner where the old 
bookcase stands, and read as follows : 

Truth is indeed stranger than fiction. Some 
years ago I was engaged in a very singular case, 
the lea¢ing points of which I will endeavor to re- 
call. ZLremember it made a deep impression on 
me at the time; and even now some of the cireum- 
stances and persons come to my memory painfully 
distinct. The face of one old woman often haunts 
me—there—I see her now, in the witness-box, 
haggard and withered as a witch; a malevolent 
smile playing round her face, and her eye—what an 
evil eye it was—gleaming with a wild light: the 
whole countenance indicative of suppressed cun- 
ning. I was a young man then, and had not at 
that time met with the success which afterwards 
fell to my lot. Briefs in those days were godsends 
indeed. I remember very well, that I had sat all 
day in my dull lonely chambers, and my small boy, 
dignified with the name of clerk, had sat all day in 
his duller and lonelier room, when creak, creek, 








treak, came a footstep on the oldstairs. Few steps | 


4ver got past the second floor, so I listened 
anxiously at that critical juncture—yese—no—yes, 
on it came past the capacious maw of Mr. Deeds.) 
that eminent comveyancer, whose table is covered 


i 


with hundred-guinea abstracts and twenty-guinea | pleadings—the serjeant made a masterly speech— 


settlements. 


Rat-tat-tat came the knock at the dvor; off | 
rushed the clerk, in such a hurry that he upset the | 


ink ever my “Reports.” My quick ear caught 
the word “ Brief,” uttered by a strange voice in 
the passage, andI waited in some anxiety, appa- 
rently plunged in a mass of papers—“ Viner’s 
Abridgement,” the “Statutes at Large,” and other 
works of the same light nature, forming a sort of 
breastwork round me. My clerk, who seemed sud- 
denly tu have increased in height and self-import- 
ance, and to be a clerk in large practice, inquired, 
ia a sufficiently loud voice, if I could see Mr. ——, 
from Messrs. ——, a large and wealthy firm—their 
very names made my mouth water—or should he 
wait till, etc., etc. 

The attorney’s clerk was shown in. Why had 
he wanted to see me, for he had nothing to say, 
his only observation being about the hour of con- 
sultation? I know that attorney’s clerk saw in a 
moment the amount of my business to a T, and 
I was glad when he was gone. The brief was 
large and the fee a heavy one; and my leader was 
Mr. Serjeant Wasp. Why and how had it becn 
given tome? Had Messrs. —— & —— observed 
my indefatigable manner in court—of doing 
nothing? or was ‘egal success written in my 
eountenance ? 

But I was too anxious for much speculation, and 
lightly laying to my soul the flattering unction 
that I certainly deserved it, wherever it came from, 
unfolded it. 

Brief for plaintiff. It was an action of ejectment, 
and there was, of course, the usual fictitious per- 
sonage, John Doe; but the substantial plaintiff 
was a certain Reverend John Miller, and he sued 
to obtain possession of certain estates in C—shire, 
now in the occupation of Lady Woodlands, widow 
of Sir Harry Woodlands, of Woodlands, &c., baro- 
net. The whole question turns upon the will made 
by the late Sir Harry Woodlands, in favor of the 
Reverend John Miller, leaving him sole devisee of 
allhis estates, to the entire exclusion of his widow, 
Lady Woodlands, and her two daughtcrs. The 
defendants dispute the will, but do not, we believe, 
intend to call witnesses. Of the three attesting 
witnesses two are dead, (cur‘ously soon!) but the 
third, Sarah Varley, will prove the testator’s signa- 
ture, and that it was executed the day before the 
testator died. Such was the substance of my in- 
structions. Turning to the “‘ Landed Gentry,” I 
found ‘‘ Woodlands, Sir Harry, of the Woodlands 
and Fairlawns, C—shire, baronet, high-sheriff, 
17—.” Folding up my brief, I found on the back 
“Consultation at Serjeant Wasp’s chambers on 
Thursday next, at one.” On that day and hour, 
punctual to a minute, I knocked at the chambers 
of Serjeant Wasp, was admitted, and on the ser- 
jeant’s looking up, I ventured to remark: 

“ Miller v. Woodlands, consultation to-day, sir, 
at one,” pulling out my watch to point the ob- 
servation. 

“ Ah,” said the serjeant, rising and slowly rub- 
bing his hands together. ‘‘ Good morning, Mr.— 
Mr.—” 

I hastened to supply my name, which he repeated 
slowly. 

“Ah!” he continued in a kindlier tone, as if 
thawing from a legal frost into every-day life. 
“Mr, B——; any relation to Mr. B—— of Down- 
shire!” 

I intimated I was his son. 

“Dear me!’ said the serjeant, shaking me by 
the hand, a genial smile lighting up his face—the 
frost seemed entirely gone—‘‘dear me! Your 
father’s a very old friend of mine—haven’t seen 
him for these ten years—at college together—lived 

ron same staircase in Pump Court. Ah! 
he hadn't come into his property then. I remem- 
ber onoc——” 

And then followed a story of other dvys, which 
lasted a quarter of an hour at least, during all 
which time he seemed to exhale warmth and 
summer. During this time I thought, “ Could the 
great serjeant have given me a helping hand, and 
mentioned me as a deserving junior?” No! it was 
ridiculous. 

When the story was over I again suggested 
‘Miller v. Woodlands.” 

“Ah! I know,” said he. ‘Great will case 
at C—— assizes. Let me see, to-day’s Thursday; 
eome on about next Wednesday; go down Tues- 
day—come to my chambers on Tuesday evening at 
eight—consultation with our side. Good morning, 


Mr. B——; remember me to your father. Dear | 


me, how time flies!” said the serjeant, once more 


| the will was then put in—Sarah Vailey, the only 
one of the three attesting witnesses living (the 
deaths of the other two witnesses is a curious cir- 
| cumstance, but their deaths were proved in the 
| regular way), was called to prove the will; an ugly 
old woman and very deaf; she swore positively that 
| Sir Harry, before signing the will, expressed his 
| entire satisfaction at it when it was read over to 
him. In cross-examination, she was so deaf that 
Vizzard sat down discomfited. The serjeant 
summed up his case, and the court then adjourned. 
‘* Thursday, March 23d.—The case is over. The 
defendants called no witnesses. Vizzard's speech 
very eloquent—about three hours. The judge 
summed up briefly, and the result was a verdict 
for plaintiff. There was a suppressed groan when 
the verdict was given. Lady W. had fainted. 
“Friday, March 24th.—My head swims, my 
hand shakes as I write, and I am hardly conscious 
of my own identity. I have just returned from 
the strangest scene. On leaving the court this af- 
ternoon, where I was conducting a small case, my 
sleeve was pulled by a tall woman, who asked to 
speak a few words with me. I stepped aside into 
an archway, and she said hurriedly, ‘Sarah Variey 
is dying. She sent me to find Mr. D——, the at- 
torney. I can’t find him. She says she would 
see you—shc has something most important to say 
—some secret. Come quickly, or she'll be dead.’ 
Overcome by the woman's eagerness I followed 
her, and we passed through several back strects 


court. The woman pointed to an upp.r window 
where a candle flickered and flared, and we passed 
up a creaking narrow stair. Sarah Varley was 
lying on a low bed in the corner. She was hag- 
gard and ghastly; there was a bottle near her with 
a label, and I knew at once she had poisoned her- 
self. She was apparently asleep—what if she were 
dead! What had she to confess? My fears were 
momentary, for I found a doctor had just left, who 
gave slight hopes of her recovery from the large 
dose of poison she had swallowed. The other 
woman took up the candle and threw a yellow 
glare on the sleeper, saying, ‘She’s a bit mithering 
at times, gir; don’t mind that, she'll soon come 
to.” In a few minutes Sarah Varley began to 
speak in broken sentences: ‘‘ Money—more ! 
more! Dead men tell no tales—ha! ha:’ She 
laughed hideously ; then she woke up with a start, 
and fell back exhausted. After a few minutes the 
other woman said, ‘Here’s the gentleman you 
wanted to see, Sarah, that you wanted to tell 
something to.” Sarah Varley turned her eyes to- 
wards me, and said, faintly, ‘Quick, I’m dying!— 
lower, lower,’ pulling me convulsively by the arm. 
I bent down, and she whispered in my ear: “ He 
was dead, quite dead; that man tempted me with 
money, more than I had ever seen before. He put 
the pen in his hand—it was cold, quite cold, and he 
signed the paper.’ Horrified, I exclaimed, ‘Tell 
me, a8 you're a dying woman, who signed the will ?” 
She replied slowly and distinctly : “ Mr. Miller: he 
signed with the dead man’s hand;’ and then she 
said, wandering, ‘Money! more money! I will have 
more!’ I made another effort. ‘I adjure you, 
Sarah Varley, as yeu’re a dying woman, is this 
true?’ She raised herself with au effort, and said, 
eagerly, ‘Itis! itis! I swear it, so—so help— 
hel——’ Her head fell back—she was dead.” 








BOOK NOTICES. 


WANDERINGS OF A Beauty. By Mus. Ep- 
Win JAMES. Carleton, 413 Broadway. 


A beautiful portrait. yeecematty that of the heroine, 
and also perhaps of the authoress, predisposes the 
moet careless reader to look with curiosity, not un- 
— with interest, beyond the title pege of this 
neatly printed and p y bound little volume. 
There he will find a story of society such as ene 
of the most active and experienced of its members 
might Lecce mage! in England, France, Italy and 
America, under all ite multiform phases. The book 
isare t in which almost every participator in 
the movements of the great world will find some ex- 
peeienee more or less her own—the whole pleasantly 

old, and having a vraisemblance which justifies the 
conviction that the work is an autobio hy, very 
thinly varnished over by fiction. The high social po- 
sition of the authoress, as well as the intrinsic merits 
of the book, have secured for it an unexpected sale. 
It is now passing into its third edition. 








DARLEY’S NAPOLEON PICTURES. 


Ir is nothing new for Americans to carry 
off the prize in ingenuity ; this has been our province 
for years. It is only lately, however, that Powers 
has made America great in sculpture. Now Darley, 
ia another branch of the Fine Arts, has gained the 





turning to his papers. The summer phase was | recognition of the politest nation in Europe, for 


past, and he seemed again frozen up into 


kind of legal iceberg. So ended my consultation | 


with Serjeant Wasp. 

The following is from my diary : 

“C——, Tuesday, March 2lst, 17—. 
from the consultation—great excitement about this 
will case—the Woodlands family known and much 
respected about here—great sympathy cxpressed 
for Lady Woodlauds. I am told the estate has 
been in the family three hundred years. What 
was the motive of Sir Harry in cutting them off? 
No evidence of his having ever had a quarrel with 
Lady W.—very odd! That’s not my business; 


ours won’t be the popular side to-morrow. By- | 


the-bye, the serjeant calculated quite correctly 
about the case coming on to-morrow. Lady W. 
has got Vizzard, Q. C., the leader of the circuit, 
against us, and Slimy for junior. The Rev. John 


Miller came to the consultation to-night—large | 
I don’t like him, and | 


stout man with small eyes. 
found a difficulty in being polite to him—says he 
was at college with the lute Sir Harry—pities Lady 
W.,; effered a compromise, which was resolutely 
declined. N. B. I don’t believe a word of it. 

** Wednesday, March 22d.—Plaintiff’s case over 
—crowded court-—Lady W. satit out. I am afraid 
she hasn’t a ghost of a chance. By-the-way, she 
cooked more like a ghost than a living being—the 
ase was quite straightforward—I opened the 


Just back | ee 


| cluded an arran, 


a | Prince Napoleon has purchased four of bis latest pro- 


| ductions. The subjects are “‘ Repose,” representing 
a boy and his sister reclining in a forest on a sum- 
mer’s noon; a cow and some sheep witira dog form 
part of the group. Never before has languor taking 
its ease been more beautifully depicted. The second 
is ‘‘ Emigrants Attacked by Indians.” Horror and 
excitement here triumph. It is a masterpiece of ear- 
nest grouping. The next is termed “ The Unwilling 
Laborer.” It represents a man leading forth by the 
eara mare, whose foal is by its side. The fourth 
subject is “ The Village Blacksmith.” This is equally 
excclient. 

| {n order to afford the lovers of American art an op- 
| portunity of enjoying these gems of design, l’rince 
| Napoleon gave permission Mr. Darley to have 
them photographed, and the artist has very naturally 
handed them over to Messrs. Anthony. the celebrated 
photographers, to have facsimiles made. These are 
now published by Messrs. Anthony in carte de visite 
size, and are y the most triumphant and yet deli- 
cate specimens of the art we have secn. Thelow price 


| to all. 


Breer SuGar.—The farmers in Illinois are 
going largely into the cultivation of the beet this 
ear, with especial view to the manufacture of sugar. 
he President of the I!linois Centra] Railroad has con- 
ment with a German firm to establish 


and courts, until she stopped ata door ina dirty’ 





at which they arc published renders them acccssible | pjegt wit 


| a refinery on his furm at Chatsworth, the buildings | 


and machinery for which will be in readiness durin 
the coming season. The contractors will employ 15 
acres of land in the cultivation of the root. 


Some of the papers are describing a new 


qcounterfeit banknote as having for its vignette “a 
emale with a rake in her lap.” 


FUN FOR THE FAMILY. 


When the rebels asked Uncle Sam to let 
them alone, he wouldn’t do it; but when they asked 
John Bull to let them a loan he foolishly complied. 


A MAN cannot burrow in his counting- 
room for 10 or 20 of the best years of his life, and 
come out as much of aman and as little of a mole as 
when he went in, 


Tom Hoop speaks of a bird building its 
nest upon a ledge over the door of a doctcr’s office 
, ~ Cees to rear its young in the very jaws of 

eath. 


Tne poor are oftener prayed for than 
helped. The reason is, we believe, that air is cheaper 
than bullion, 


HE who asked the daughter’s hand and got 
the father’s foot had the consolation of knowing fot 
his wooing was not bootless, 


Some of the young women may think sin- 
le-blessedness an excellent thing, but most of them 
now a game worth two of that. 


J. SavaGE says he used to be so terribly 
bitten by mosquitoes until he got married, when the 
bloodthirsty villains found out that his wife was 
en the tenderest, and he hasu’t been troubled ever 
since. 


Betty Bincuwoop thinks it provoking for 
& woman who has been working all day mending her 
husband’s old coat to find a love letter in the pocket. 
That is perfect nonsense. There is not a woman on 
earth but would find the letter before she began to 
aa the coat—and then it would not be menced 


A rounG lady thus describes her feelings, 
and courts sympatby: 
‘“* My heart is sick, my heart is sad— 
But oh! the causc I dare not tell— 
I am not grieved, 1 am not glad, 
Tam not ill, I am not well! 


“Pm not myself—I’m not the same ; 
I am indeed, I w not what: 

I'm chan: in exce 
Oh! when shall I be ¢ in that ?” 


‘* Mixx, an’ is it yourself that will be after 
tellin’ me how to make ice creams.” 

“In troth I can; don’t they bake them in cowld 
ovens, to be sure?” 


Tne difference between an oyster anda 


chicken is that one is best t 
pny they just out of the shell and 


A waG passing by a retailer’s shop, and 
seeing him measuring out molasses, called out to 


m 
bes Sir, you have a swect run of business.” 


A younG lady who believes in the “‘ Bible 
law of love,” when smitten by her lover’s lips on one 
cheek, always presents the other, 


A CLUB boat has just been built, which is 
so nicely balanced that the rowers are obliged to be 
rin their hair down in the middle to 
cep their 
DURING an examination, a medical student 
being asked the question, 
“ en does mortification ensue ?” replied, 


P Pt! you pop the question and are answered 


A YOUTHFUL member of a rifle corps in a 
Scottish town, on his arrival at home a few evenings 
SG o>. = told his governor that he had just got 


“ Airme |” quoth the ancient, drily, “(I’m thinkin? 
on > French come ye’ll hae male necd 0’ your 
egs 


A CLERK having put some candles ina 
oan - day, the  ~yny 4 — bowed wl thought 
damp a for them. 
= likely to moul a m8 . at they would 
a ely mo’ ” replied the clerk; ‘‘if that is 
the case we had better put our tallow thi 
perhaps it will mould into candles.” ee 


va Tue prestige of military honor exercises 
# sway even over childhood. They say that th 
little Prince Imperial, having fallen , A. Yehile co 
= about the garden of the Tuileries, began to cry. 
‘ . What, monseigneur, are you crying *” said his 
utor. 

“Yes, but don’t tell m iment,” lied 
baby officer. _ sini mad 


Tue Bishop of Oxford sent round to the 
churchwardens iu his diocese a circular of inquiries, 
among which was the following: 

oe yous neues sera ymen preach the Gos- 
oT td 8 conversation and carriage consistent 

an Ce ne toned Welling teed replied : 

ur offic’ clergyman preaches the Gospel 
but he doesn’t ket a cabloge of any kind!” = 


“‘ Wuat’s the matter there, Cora, have you 
ect No os they don’t fit 

*“ No, papa, they don me at all,” said she. And 
then she enumerated all the faults of the shoes in set 
terms, and reached the climax thus: 

“They are the meancst shoes I ever saw: why, 
they won’t even equeak when I walk out!” 


An ingenious Downeaster, who invented a 
new kind of “ Love Letter Ink,” which he had becn 
selling as a safeguard st all actions for breach of 
pro se of marriage, inasmuch as it entirely fades 

m the paper in two monthe after date, was recently 
“done brown” by a brother Downeaster, who pur- 
chased 100 boxes of the article, and gave him his note 
for 90 days. At the expiration of the time the ink 
inventor called for permess, but on unfolding the 
scrip, found nething but a piece of blank paper. The 
note had been written with his own ink ! 


An ingenious gentleman, M. A. Domier 
of Hanover, exhibits an invention of his which far 
su ses the famous housemaid’s-bed of the last 
Exhibition. The inventor, who attends, willingly 
explains the mechanism of his invention to the visii« 
ors. It calle people in the ew first, by means 
of an ordinary alarum; if this fail, with a tremen- 
dous uproar ; and finally, as a last resourve, the sleeper 
is awa ~y hg being briskly turned up and set stanc- 
ing on his feet. The machine also lights a lamp and 
makes an excellent cup of coffee, an operation which 
is 80 lated as to have the cup ready by the time 
the awakened sleeper has rubbed his eyes and er- 
t. blished his equilibrium. 

A_ Yankce has improved upon this, for it cooks his 
tenderloin, says his praycrs for him, and finally 
shaves him, as well as a note at 90 days. 


“You must beware,” quoth Charles Lamb, 
“ of indirect expressions before a Caledonian. Clap 
an extinguisher on your irony, if you are unhappily 
a vein of it. Remember you are upon your 
oath. I have a print, a graceful female, after Leo 
nardo da Vinci, which I was showing off to Mr. ——. 
After he had examined it minutely | asked him what 
he thought of *my beauty,’ (a foolish name it gocs 
by among my friends), when he very gravely assured 
me that ‘he had very considerable respect for my 
character and tulents’—so he wus pleased to say—‘ but 
he had not given himself much thought about the 
degree of my personal pretensions.’ 

‘I was present not long since,” continucs our 


| much-loved Elia, “ at a party of North Britons, where 
| ason of Burns was expected, and ne to drop a 
sh 


i 


silly expression (in ey South-Brit way) that I 
wished it were the father instead of the son, when 
four of them started up at once to inform me that it 
was impossible because he was dead,” 























































































































i iti 


ii 


fy \ 


a, 












































































































































Vnltlittity, 
trarovisgs Vette itp 


“ACh ttygyor ,/ 





















































































































































CONTRABANDS BUILDING A LEVEE ON THE MISSISSIPPI RIVER, BELOW BATON ROUGE, UNDER THE DI® 
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MY BOY. 


I BEARD a shout of merriment, 
A laughing boy I see; 

Two little feet the carpet press 
And bring the child to me. 

Two little arms are round my neck, 
Two fect upon my knee; 

How fall the kisses on my eheek! 
How sweet they are to me! 


That merry shout no more I hear; 
No laughing child I see; 

No little arms are round my neck, 
No feet upon my knee! 

No kisses drop upon my cheek, 
Those lips are sealed to me. 

Dear Lord! how could I give him up 
To any but to Thee? 


ELEANOR’S VICTORY. 


BY MISS M. &. BRADDON, 


AUTHOR OF “AURORA FLOYD,” “LADY AUDLEY'S 
SECRET,” “LADY LISLE,” “JOHN 
MARCHMONT’S LEGAGY,” ETO. 











GHAPTER VII.—SUSPENSE. 

Exeanorn Vane and the scene-painter stood 
upon the bridge looking at each other for a few 
moments after Richard’s ery of mingled terror and 
astonishment. 

Hd not Eleanor’s mind been entirely absorbed 
by one cruel anxiety, she would have wondered at 
her old friend’s strange greeting. As it was, she 
took no heed of his manner. The shadows of the 
summer night were gathering over the city and 
upon the quiet river; the towers of Notre Dame 
loomed dimly through the twilight. 

“Oh, Richard!” Eleanor eried, ‘‘ I have been so 
unhappy. Popadidn’t come home all last night, nor 
yet to-day. I waited for him hour after hour until 
late in the afternoon; and then the house seemed 
unbearable; I couldn't stay in any longer, and I 
eame out to look forhim. Ihave been far up on the 
Boulevard where I parted with him last night, and 
all the way along the crowded streets about there; 
and then through other streets, till I found myself 
down here by the water, and I'm so tired. Oh, 
Dick, Dick, how unkind of papa not to come 
home. How unkind of my darling father to give 
me this misery.” : 

She clasped her hands convulsively upon her 
eompanion’s arm, and bending her head, burst 
into tears. Those.tears were the first which she. 
had shed in all her trouble; the first relief after 
long hours of agonizing suspense, of weary watch- 
ing. 

SO, how can papa treat me so?’ she cried, 
amid her sobbing. ‘‘ How can he treat me 2?” 

Then, suddenly raising her head, she looked at 
Richard Thornton, her clear gray eyes dilated with 
a wild terror, which gave her face a strange and 
awfal beauty. 

‘*Richard!” she eried; “‘ Richard! you don’t 
think that there--that there is—anything wrong— 
that anything has happened to my father ?” 

She did not wait for him to answer, but cried out 
directly, as if shrinking in terror from the awful 
suggestion of her own words : 

“ What should happen to him? he is so well and 
strong, poor darling. If he is old, he is not like 
an old man, youknow. The people in the house 
in the Rue de l’Archevéque have been very kind to 
me; they say I’m quite foolish to be frightened, 
and they told me that papa stopped out all night 
once last summer. He went to Versailles to sec 
some friends, and stayed away all night without 
giving any notice that he was going to doso. I 
know it’s very silly to be so frightened, Richard. 
But I always was frightened at Chelsea if he stayed 
out. I used to fancy allsorts of things. I thought 
of all kinds of dreadful things lastnight, Dick, and 
to-day, until my fancies almost drove me mad.” 

During all this time the scene-painter had not 
spoken. He seemed utterly unable to offer any 
word of comfort to the poor girl who clung to him 
in her distress, looking to him for consolation and 
hope. ‘ 

She looked wonderingly into his face, purzled by 
his silence, which seemed unfeeling, and it was 
not like Richard to be unfeeling. 

“ Richard!” she eried, almost impatiently. 
*Richurd, speak to me! You see how much 
misery I’ve suffercd, and you don’t say a word! 
You'll help me to find papa, won’t you ?” 

The young man looked down at her. Heaven 
knows she would have seen no lack of tenderness 
or compassion in his face, if it had not been hidden 
by the gathering gloom of the August evening. 
He drew her hand through his arm, and led her 
away towards the other side of the water, leaving 
the black roof of the dead-house behind him. 

“There is nothing I would not do to help you, 
Eleanor,” he said, gently. ‘God knows my heait, 
my dear, and He knows how faithfully I will try to 
help yuu.” 

“And you will look for papa, Richard, if he 
should not come home to-night—he may be at 
home now, you know, and he may be angry with 
me for coming out alone, instead of waiting quietly 
at home till he returned; but if he should not 
come to-night, you'll look for him, won't you, 
Richard? You'll search all Paris till you find 
him ?” 

“I'll do everything that I eould do for you if I 
were your brother, Eleanor,” the young man 
answered gravely; “there are times in our lives 
when nobody but God ean help us, my dear, and 
when we must turn to Him. It’s in the day of 
trouble that we want His help, Nelly.” 

Yes, yes, [know. I prayed last night, again 


and again, and again, that papa might come back 
soon. 


I have been saying the same praver all 


to-day, Richard; even just now, when you found 
me standing by the parapet of the bridge, I was 
praying for my dear father. I saw the church 
towers looking so grand and solemn in the twilight, 
and the si-ht of them made me remember how 
powerful God is, and that he can always grant our 
prayers.” 

“If it seems best and wisest in his sight, Nell.” 

“Yes, af course; sometimes we pray for foolish 
things, but there could be nothing foolish in wish- 
ing my darling father to come back to me. ‘Where 
are you taking me, Dick ?” 

Eleanor stopped suddenly, and looked at her 
companion. She had need to ask the question, for 
Richard Thornton was leading her into a labyrinth 
of streets in the direction of the Luxembourg, and 
seemed to have very little notion whither he was 
going. 

“* This is not the way home, Richard,” Eleanor 
said; “‘ I don’t know where we are, but we seem t? 
be going further and further away from home. 
Will you take me back tothe Rue de l’Archevéque, 
Dick? We must cross the river again, you know, 
to get there. I want to go home at once. Papa 
may have come home, and he’ll be angry, perhaps, 
if he finds me absent. Take me home, Dick.” 

“T will, my dear. We'll cross the water further 
on, by the Louvre; and now tell me, Eleanor—I— 
can’t very well make inquiries about your father 
unless 1 fally understand the circumstances under 
which you parted from him last night. How was 
it, my dear? What happened when Mr. Vane left 
you upon the Boulevard ?” 

They were walking in a broad, quiet street in 
which there were very few passcrs-by. The houses 
stood back behind ponderous gates, and were hid- 
den by sheltering walls. The stately mansions 
between court and garden had rather a decayed 
aspect, which gave a certain dreariness to their 
grandeur. The fashionable world seemed to have 
de 2rted this quiet quarter for the leafy avenues 
leading away from the Champs Elysees. 

Richard and Eleanor walked slowly along the 
broad footway. The stillness of the soft summer 
night had some effect upon the schoolgirl’s fever 
of impatience. The grave, compassionate tones of 
her friend’s voice soothed her. The burst of pas- 
sionate weeping which had almost convulsed her 
slight frame half an hour before had been an un- 
speakable relief to her. Shs clung to her com- 
panion’s arm confidingly, and walked patiently by 
his side, without questioning Lim as to where he 
was leading her, though she had a vague idea that 
he was not taking her homewards. 

“*T will not be foolish about papa,” she said; “I 
will do as you tell me, Richard, I will trust in 
God. I am sure my dear father will return to 
me. We are so fond of each other; you know, 
Richard, we are all the world to each other ; and my 
poor darling looks so hopefully forward to the 
day in which he will have Mr. de Crespigny’s for- 
tune. I don’t hope for that quite so much as papa 
does, Dick; for Mr. de Crespigny may live to be a 
very, very old man, and it seems so wicked to wish 
for any one’s death. The day I look forward to is 
the day when I shall have finished my education, 
and be able to work for papa. That must be al- 
most better than being rich, I should think, Dick. 
I can’t imagine any happier fate than to work for 
those we love.” 

Her face brightened as she tulked, and she 
turned to her companion, looking to him for sym- 
pathy; but Richard’s head was averted, and he 
seemed to be staring absently at the houses upon 
the opposite side of the way. 

He was silent for some moments after Eleanor 
had left off speakitig; and then he said, rather ab- 
ruptly : 

“Tell me, my dear, how did you part with your 
father last night ?” 

‘* Why, we had been dining on the Boulevard; 
and after dinner papa took me for a long walk, ever 
so far, past all the theatres, and he had promised 
to take me to the Ambigu or the Porte Saint Mar- 
tin; but as we were coming back we met two gen- 
tlemen, friends of papa’s, who stopped him and 
said they had an appointment with him, and per- 
suaded him to go back with them.” 

“Back withthem! Back where ?” 

“I mean back towards a big stone gateway we 
had passed a little time before. I only know they 
turned that way, but I don’t know where they went. 
I stood and watched them till they were out of 
sight.” 

“ And the two men, what were they like ?” 

“One of them was a little Frenchman, stout 
and rosy-faced, with a light moustache and beard 
like the Emperor’s. He was smartly dressed, and 
had a cane, which he kept twirling when he talked 
to papa.” 

“Did you hear what he said ?” 

“No; he spoke in a low voice, and he talkcd 
French.” 

“But you speak French, Eleanor ?” 

“Yes, but not as they speak it here. The people 
seem to talk so fast here, it’s quite difficult to un- 
derstand them.” 

“ But the other man, Nell, what was he like ?” 

“Oh, he was a disagreeable-looking man, and 
seemed to have a sulky manner, as if he was of- 
fended with papa for breaking his appointment, 
and didn’t care how the matter ended. I scarcely 
saw his face, at least only for a moment, just long 
enough to see that he had black eyes and a thick 
black moustache. He was tall, and shabbily 
dressed, and I fancied he was an Englishman, 
though he never once spoke.” 

“He never spokc! It was the Frenchman, then 
who persuaded your father to go away with him ?” 

“Yes.” 

** And he seemed very anxious ?” 

‘'Oh, yes, very apxious.” 

Richard Thornton muttered something between 
his set teeth, somcthing which sounded like a 
curse. 

“ Tcll me one thing, Eleanor,” he said. “ Your 





poor father never was wo well off, [know. He 


could not be likely to have much moncy about him 
last night. Do you know if he had any ?” 

“Yes, he had a great dea! of money.” 

“What do you mean by a great deal? A few 
pounds, I suppose ?’*- 

“Oh, much more than that,” Eleanor answered. 
“*He had a hundred pounds—a hundred pounds in | 
new bank notes, French notes. 1i was the money | 
my half-sister, Mrs. Bannister, had sent him to pay | 
for my education at Madame Marly’s.” | 

‘Mrs. Bannister,” said Richard, catching at the 
name. “Ah, to be sure, I remember now. Mrs. 

Banister is your sister. She is very well off, is 
she not, and has been kind to you? Ifyou were 
in any trouble you would go to her, I suppose, 
Eleanor ?” 

“Go to her if { were in trouble? Oh, no, no, 
Dick, not for the world!” 

“But why not? She has been kind to you, 
hasn’t she, Nell ?” 

“Oh, yes, very kind in paying money for my 
education, and all that; but you know, Richard, 
there are some people who seem to do kind things 
in an unkind manner. If you knew the cruel letter 
that Mrs. Bannister wrote to papa—the cruel, hu- 
miliating things she said only a few days ago, you 
couldn’t wonder that I don’t like her.” 

; “ But she is your sister, Nell—your nearest rela- 
tion.” 

“* Except papa.” 

“ And she ought to love you, and be kind to you. 
ord lives at Bayswater, I think I’ve heard you 
say Ld 

“Yes, in Hyde Park Gardens.” 

“To be sure. Mrs. Bannister, Hyde Park Gar- 
dens, Bayswater.” 

He repeated the name and address, as if he 
wished to impress them upon his memory. 

“I will take you home now, Nell,” he said. 
‘* My poor child, you must be tired to death.” 

“How can I think about being tired, Richard,” 
exclaimed Eleanor, “‘ when I am so anxious about 
papa? Oh, if I only find him at home, what hap- 
piness it will be!” 

But she hung heavily upon her friend’s arm, and 
Richard knew that she was very tired. She had 
been wandering about Paris for several hours, poor 
child, hither and thither, in the long, unfamiliar 
stree’s, following all sorts of unlikely people who 
looked in the dist ince something like her father— 
hoping again and again, only again and again to 
be disappointed. 

They turned into a wider thoroughfare presently, 
and the scene-painter called the first hackney vehi- 
cle which passed him, and lifted Eleanor into it. 
She was almost fainting with fatigue and exhaus- 


tion. 
. “ What have you hed to eat to-day, Nell?” he 
asked. 

She hesitated a little, as if she had forgotten 
what she had eaten, or indecd whether she had 
eaten atall. . 

“There was some coffee anda couple of roll 
sent for papa this morning. He has his breakfast 
sent him from a traiteur’s, you kniw. I had one 
of the rolls.” 

* And you've had nothing since ?” 

"No. How could I eat when I was so wretched 
about papa ?” 

Richard shook his head reproachfully. 

“My darling Nell,” he said, “you promised me 
just now that you'd be a good girl, and trust in 
Providence. I shall take you somewhere and give 
you some supper, and then y“u must promisc me 
to go home and get a good night’s rest.” 

“I will do whatever you tell me, Richard,” 
Eleanor answered, submissively; ‘but let me go 
home first, please, and see if papa has come back.” 

The scene-painter did not for a few moments re- 
ply to this request, but he answercd presently in 
an abstracted tone: 

“You shall do what you like, Nell.” 

He told the coachman to drive to the Rue de 
l’Archevéque, but he would not let Eleanor alight 
from the vehicle when they reached the corner of 
the street and the little butcher’s shop, eager as she 
was to spring out and run into the house. 

“* Stay where you are, Nell,” he said, authorita- 
tively. ‘I will make all inquiries.” 

Eleanor obeyed him. She was enfeebled and ex- 
hausted by a weary night of watching, a long day 
of agitation and anxiety, and she was too weak to 
oppose her old friend. She looked hopelessly up 
at the open windows on the entresol. They were 
exactly as she had left them four or five hours ago. 
No glimmer of light gave friendly token that the 
100ms were occupied. : 

Richard Thornton talked to the butcher’s wife 
for along time, as it seemed to Eleanor, but he 
had very little to tell when he came back to the 
carriage. Mr. Vane had not returned; that was 
all he said. 

He took his companion to a café near the Made- 
leine, where he insisted upon her taking a large 
cup of coffee andaroll. It was all he could pcr- 
suade her to take, and she begged to be allowed to 
sit at one of the tables outside the café, 

She might see her father go by, she said, on his 
way to the Rue de l’Archevéque. 

The two friends sat ata little iron table rather 
apart from the groups of animated loungers sitting 
at other tables drinking coffee and lemonade. But 
George Mowbray Vandeleur Vane did not pass 
that way throughout the half hour during which 
Eleanor lingered over her cup of coffec. 

It was past ten o’clock when Richard Thornton 
bade her good-night at thé’ threshold of the little 
door beside the butcher’s shop. 

‘*You must promise me not to sit up to-night, 
Nellv,” said he, as he shook hands with her. 

“Yes, Richard.” 

“ And mind you keep your promise this time. 
I will come and see you early to-morrow. God 
bless you, my dear, and good-night.” 

He pressed her hand tenderly. When she had 
closed the door behind her he crossed the narrow 





| and drew a dark curtain across it, 


—=— 
until he saw a light in one of the entreso] window, 
He watched while Eleano~ came to this window 
and 

walked slowly away. “=o 

“God bless her, poor child,” he murmurod, in a 
low, compassionate voice ; “ P lonely chi'd |” 

The grave thoughtfulness of ‘ir expression never 
changed as he walked homewards to the Hotel deg 
Deux Mondes. Late as it was when he reached 
his chamber on the fifth story, he seated himself at 
the table, and pushing aside his clay-pipe and to. 
bacco-pouch, his water-colors and brushes, his 
broken palettes and scraps of Bristol board, and jj 
the litter of his day's work, he took a few sheets of 
foreign letter paper and a tiny bottle of ink from g 
shabby leather desk, and began to write. 

He wrote two letters, both rather long, ang 
folded, sealed and addressed them. 

One was directed to Mrs. Bannister, Hyde Park 
Gardens, Bayswater; the other to Signora Picj. 
rillo, the Pilasters, Dudley Street, Northumberlang 
Square. 

Richard Thornton put both these letters in his 
pocket and went out to post them. 

“TI think I have acted for the best,” he mut. 
tered, as he went back to the hotel near the mar- 
ket-place; “I can do nothing more until to-mor. 
row.” 


CHAPTER VIII.—-GOOD SAMARITANS. 


Gzorce Vane did not come kome. Eleanor 
kept the promise made to her faithful friend, ang 
tried to sleep. She flung herself, dressed as she 
was, upon the little bed near the curtained alcove, 
She would thus be ready to run to her father when. 
ever he came in, she thought, to welcome and min. 
ister tohim. She was thoroughly worn out, and 
she slept; a wretched slumber, broken by night- 
mares and horrible dreams, in which she saw her 
father assailed by all kinds of dangers, a prey to 
every manner of misfor‘une and vicissitude. Once 
she saw him standing on a horrible rock, menaced 
by a swiftly advancing tide, while she was in a boat 
only a few paces from him, as it seemed, doing 
battle with the black waves, and striving with all 
her might to reach and rescue him, but never able 
to do so. 

In another dream he was wandering upon the 
crumbling verge of a precipice—he seemed a white- 
haired, feeble, tottering old man in this vision— 
and again she was near him, but unable to give 
him warning of his danger, though a word would 
have done so. The agony of her endeavor to utter 
the one cry which would have calle! that idolised 
father from his death awoke her. 

But she had other dreams, dreams of quite a dif- 
ferent character, in which her father was restored 
to her, rich and prosperous, and he and she were 
laughing merrily at all the foolish tortures she had 
inflicted upon herself; and other dreams again, 


+ which seemed so real that she fancied she must be 


awake; dreams in which she heard the welcome 
footsteps upon the stair, the opening of the door, 
and her father’s voice in the next room calling to 
her. 

These dreams were the worst of all. It was ter- 
rible to awake after many such delusions and find 
she had been again deluded. It was cruel to 
awake to the full sense of her loneliness, while the 
sound of the voice she had heard in her dream 
still lingered in ‘her ears, 

The dark hours of the short summer night 
seemed interminable to her in this wretched, 
bewildered, half-sleeping, half-waking state; far 
longer than they had appeared when she sat up 
watching for her father’sreturn. Every fresh dream 
was a slow agony of terror and perplexity. 

At last the gray daylight stole im through the 
half-closed shutters, the vague outlines of the 
furniture grew out of the darkness, duskily im- 
palpable and ghastly at first, then sharp and 
distinct in the cold morning light. She could not 
rest any longer; she got up and went to the 
window; she pushed the sash open, and sank 
down on her knees, with her forehead resting on 
the window sill. 

“TI will wait for him here,” she thought. “ 
shall hear his step in the street. Poor dear, poo 
dear! I can guess why he stays away. He has 
spent that odious money, and does not like to 
return and tell me so. My darling father, do you 
know me so little as to think that I would grudge 
you the last farthing I had in the world, if you 
wanted it ?” 

Her thoughts rambled on in strange confusion 
until they grew bewildering, her brain became 
dizzy with perpetual repetitions of the same idea; 
when she lifted her head, her poor, weary, burn- 
ing, heavy head, which seemed a leaden weight 
that it was almost impossible to raise, and |ooked 
from the window, the street below reeled beneath 
her eyes, the floor upon which she knelt secmed 
sinking with her into some deep gulf of blackness 
and horror; a thousand conflicting sounds, not the 
morning noises of the waking city, hissed and 
buzzed, and roared and thundered in her ears, 
growing louder and louder and louder, until they 
all melted away in the fast-gathering darkness. 

The sun was shining brightly into the room 
when the compassionate mistress of the house 
found Mr. Vane’s daughter half kneeling, half- 
lying on the ground, with her head upon the cold 
sill of the open window, and her go!den hair 
streawing in draggled curls about her shoulders. 
Her thin muslin frock was wet with the early dew. 
She had fainted away, and had lain thus, he:pless 
and insensible, for several hours. 

The butcher's wife undressed her and put her 
bed. Richard Thornton came to the Rue ée 
V'Archevéque half an hour afterwards, and wert 
away again direetly to look for an English doctor. 

He found one, an elderly man, with grave ® 
gentle manners, who declared that Miss Vane # 
suffering from fever brought on by intens« mental 
excitement. She was of a highly nervous tempe™™ 
ment, he said, and that she required little to 





street, and waited upon the other sid¢ Of the way 
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ene for her; she only wanted repose and quiet. 
Her constitution was superb, and would triumph 
over a far more serious attack than this. 

Richard Thoroton took the doctor into the ad- 
joining room, the little sittiag-room which bore 
the traces of Mr. Vane’s occupation, and talked to 
him in a low voice forsome minutes. The medical 
man shook his head gravely. 

“It is very sad,” he said. “It will be better 
to tell her the truth, if possible, as soon as she 
recovers from the delirium. The anxiety and 
suspense have overtaxed her brain. Anything 
would be better than that this overstrained state of 
the mind should continue. Her constitution will 
rally after a shock; but, with her highly nervous 
and imaginative nature, everything is to be dreaded 
from prolonged mental irritation. She is related 
to you, I suppose ?” 

“No, poor child! I wish she were.” 

‘But she is not without near relatives, I hope ?” 

“No; she has sisters—or at least half-sisters— 
and brothers.” 

“ They should be written to, then, immediately,” 
the doctor said, as he took up his hat. 

“] have written to one of her sisters, and I 
have written to another lady, a friend, who will be 
of more use, I fanoy, in this crisis,” 

The doctor went away, promising to send some 
saline draughts to keep the fever under, and to call 
again in the evening. 

Richard Thornton went into the little bed-cham- 
ber where the butcher’s wife sat beside the curtained 
alcove making up some accounts in a leather- 
covered book. She was a hearty, pleasant-mann2red 
young woman, and had taken up her post by the 
invalid’s bed very willingly, although her presence 
was always much needed in the shop below. 

‘* Chut!” she whispered, with her finger on her 
lip, “ she sleeps, pauvrette.” 

Richard sat down quietly by the open window. 
He took out Michel Lévy’s edition ot ‘‘ Raoul,” a 
stump of lead-pencil and the back of an old letter, 
and set to work resolutely at his adaptation. He 
could not afford to lose time, even though his 
adopted sister lay ill nnder the shadow of the 
worsted curtains that shrouded the alcove on the 
other side of the little room. 

He sat long and patiently, turning the poison 
drama into English with wonderful ease and 
rapidity, and meekly bearing a deprivation that 
was no small one to him, in the loss of his clay 
pipe, which he was in the habit of smoking at all 
hours of the day. 

Eleanor awoke at last, and began talking ina 
rambling, incoh:rent way about her father, and 
the money sent by Mrs. Bannister, and the parting 
upon the Boulevard. 

The butcher’s wife drew back the curtain, and 
Richard Thornton went to the bedside and looked 
down teazderly at his childish friend. 

Her amber-tinted hair was scattered on the 
pillow, tangled and roughened by the constant 

movement of her restless head, Her gray eyes 
were feverishly bright, and burning spots blazed 
upon the cheeks which had been so deathly pale 
on the previous night. She knew Richard and 
spoke to him; but the deliriam was nat over, for 
she mixed the eveuts of the present with the 
Chelsea experiences of long ago, and talked to her 
old friend of the signora, the violin and the rabbits. 
She fell off into a heavy sleep again, after taking 
the effervescing medicine sent by the English 
surgeon, and slept until nearly twilight. In these 
long slumbers her fresh and powerful constitution 
asserted itself, and took compensation for the strain 
that had been made upon it in the past day or two. 

Richard went away in the afternoon, and did not 
return till late at night, when the butcher's wife told 
him that her charge had been very restless, and 
had asked repeatedly for her father. 

“What are we to do?” the good woman said, 
shrugging her shoulders with a despairing gesture. 
“ Are we to tell her?” 

“Not yet,” Richard answered. ‘Keep her 
quiet; keep her as quiet as you can. And if it is 
positively necessary to tell her anything, say that 
her father has been taken ill, away from home, 
and cannot be brought back yet. Poor child, it 
seems so cruel to keep her in suspense, and still 
more cruel to deceive her.” 

The butcher’s wife promised to do all in her 
power to keep her patient quiet. The doctor had 
sent an opiate. Miss Vane could not sleep too 
much, he said. 

So another night passed, this time very peace- 
fully for Eleanor, who lay in a heavy slumber, 
broken by no cruel dreams. She was very, very 
weak the next day, for she had scarcely eaten any- 
thing since the roll and coffee which Richard had 
made her take; and though she was nct exactly 
delirious, her mind seemed almost incapable of 
receiving any very vivid impression. She listened 
quietly when they told her that her father could 
not come home because he was ill. 

Richard Thornton came to the Rue de |’Arche- 
véque several times during this second day of 
Eleanor’s illness, but he only stayed a few minutes 
upon each occasion. He had a great deal to do, 
he told the butcher’s wife, who still kept faithfully 
to her post in the sick room, only stealing away 
now and then, while Eleanor was asleep, to attend 
to her business. 

It was past eleven o’clock that night when the 
seene painter came for the last time. Eleanor 
had grown worse as the evening advanced, and 
was by this time terribly feverish and res‘le:s. 
She wanted to get up and dress herself, and go to 
her father. If he was ill, how could they keep her 
from him, how could they be so cruel as to keep 
her from his side ? 

Then, etarting up suddenly from her pillow she 
would ery out wildly that they were deceiving her, 
and that her father was dead. 

But help and eomfort was near at hand. When 
Richard came he did not come alone. He brough 
a lady with him, an elderly, gray-headed woman 
dressed in shabby blaek. 


When this lady appeared upon the threshold of 
the dimly lighted little be’chomber, Eleanor Vane 
uddenly sprang up ia bed, and threw up her arms, 
with a wild ery of surprise and delizht. 

“The signera!” she exclaimed, ‘the dear, kivd 
signora !” 

The lady took off her bonnet, und then went 
close up to the bed, ard scating hersc’f on the edge 
of the mattress, drew Eleanor's fair head upon her 
bosom, smco:hing the tangled golden hair with un- 
spcakable tenderness. 

“My poor child!” she murmured, again and 
again. ‘ My poor child!” 

“ But, dear signcra,” Eleanor cried, wonderingly, 
“how is itthat you arehere? Why dido’t Richard 
tell me that you were in Paris?” 

** Because I have only just arrived, my darling.” 

“Only just arrived! Only just arrived in Paris! 
But why did you come ?” 

“*T came to see you, Eleanor,” the signora ans- 
wered, very gently. ‘I heard that you were in 
trouble, my dear, and I have come to you, to help 
and comfort you, if I can.” 

The butcher’s wife had withdrawn into the little 
sitting-room, where Richard sat in the darkness. 
Eleanor Vane and the signora were therefore quite 
alone. 

Hitherto the invalid’s head had rested very 
quietly upon her friend’s bcsom, but now she 
lifted it suddenly and looked full in the signora’s 
face. 

“You came to me because I was in trouble,” 
she said. ‘ How should I be in trouble so long as 
my father lives? What sorrow can come to me 
while he is safe? He is ill, they say, but he will 
get better; he will get better, won’t he? He will 
be better soon, dear signora; he will be better 
soon ?” 

She waited for an answer to her breathless ques- 
tioning, looking intently in the pale quiet face of 
her friend; then suddenly, with a low, wailing cry, 
she flung up her hands and clasped them wildly 
above her head. 

“You have all deceived me,” she cried, “ you 
have all deceived me. My father is dead!” 

The signora drew her arm caressingly round 
Eleanor Vane, and tried to shelter the poor 
burning head once more upon her shoulder; but 
Eleanor shrank from her. with an impatient 
gesture, and with her hands still clasped above her 
head, stared blankly at the dead wall before her. 

‘“My dear, my dear!” the signora said, trying 
to unclasp the rigid hands which were so convul- 
sively clasped together. ‘Eleanor, my dear, 
listen to me; for pity’s sake try and listen to me, 
my own dear love. You must know, you must 
have long known, my dear, that heavy sorrows 
eome to us all, sooner or later. It is the common 
lot, my love, and we must all bow before the 
Divine hand that afflicts us. If there were no 
sorrow in this world, Eleanor, we should grow too 
much in love with our own happiness; we should 
be frightened at the approach of gray hairs and 
oll age; we should tremble at the thought of 
death. If there were no better and higher life 
than this, Eleanor, sorrow and death would indeed 
be terrible. You know how very much affliction 
has fallen to my share, dear. You have heard me 
speak of the children I loved; all taken from me, 
Nelly, all taken away. If it were not tcr my 
dear nephew, Richard, I should stand quite alone 
in the world, a desolate old woman, with no hope 
on this side of the grave. But when my sons 
were taken from me, God raised me up another 
son in him. Do you think God ever abandons us, 
Eleanor, even when he afflicts us most heavily? 
I have lived a long life, my dear, and I tell you 
no!” 

The signora waited in vain for some change in 
the rigid attitude, the stony face. Eleanor Vane 
still stared blankly at the dead wall before her. 

“You have all deceived me!” she repeated. 
** My father is dead!” 

It was useless talking to her; the tenderest 
wo:ds were dull and meaningless jargon to her 
ears. That night the fever grew worse, and the 
delirium was at its height. The butcher’s wife 
was relieved by a very pxtient and accustomed 
watcher, for the signora had sat by many sick beds, 
hoping against hope, until despair crept into her 
heart, as the gray shadows of approaching death 
came over a beloved face, never again to pass 
away. 

The fever lasted for several days and nights, but 
throughout every change the English doctor de- 
clared that Eteanor Vane’s constitution would 





carry her through a worse attack than this. 

“I am glad you told her,” he said one morning 
to the signora, ‘‘ there will be less to tell her by- 
and-bye, when she begins to get strong again.” 

There was, therefore, something more to be told. | 

Little by little the fever passed away; the crim- | 
son spots faded out of the invalid’s hollow cheeks; 
the unnatural lustre of the gray eyes grew less and 
less vivid; little by little the mind grew clearer, | 
the delirious wanderings less frequent. 

But with the return of perfect consciousness | 
there came terrible bursts of grief—grief that was 
loud and passionate in proportion to the impulsive 
vehemence of Eleanor Vane’scharacter. This was 
her first sorrow, and she could not bear it quietly. 
Floods of tears drowned her pillow night after night ; — 
she refused to be comforted; she repulsed the 
patient signora; she would not listen to poor Rich- 
ard, who came sometimes to sit by her side, and 
tried his best to beguile her from her grief. She | 
re belled against their attempted consolation. 
* What was my father to you?” she cried, pas- 
sionately. “You can affurd to forget him. He 
was all the world to me!” 

But it was not in Eleanor’s nature to be long un- 
gra teful for the tenderness and compassion of those 
w ho were so patient with her in this dark hour of | 
he r young life. 
‘How good you are to me,” she cried some- | 
mes, ‘‘and what a wretch I am to think so little.’ 





© f your goodness. But you don’t know how I loved’ 
| 


my father. You don’t know—you don’t know. I 
was to have worked for him; I was to have worked 
for him by-and-bye, and we were to have led sucha 
happy life together.” 

She was growing strong again in spite of her 
grief. Her elastic temperament asserted itsclf in 
spite of her sorrow, which she never ceased to think 
of night and day, and she arose aftcr her illness like 
a beautiful flower which had been beaten and 
crushed by the storm. 

Richard Thornton's leave of absence had expired 
for some days, but the Royal Phenix Theatre 
closed its doors in the hot summer months, and he 
was therefore comparatively free. He stayed in 
Paris with his aunt, for they were both bent upon 
one purpose, to be accomplished at any sacrifice to 
themselves. Thank heaven! there are always good 
Samaritans in the world, who do not mind turning 
backward upon their life’s journey when there is a 
desolate and wounded traveller in need of their 
help and tenderness. 

The Parisian atmosphere was cooling down in 
the early days of September—faint but refreshing 
breezes were beginning to blow away the white 
mists of summer heat upon the boulevards, when 
Eleanor Vane was well enough to sit in the little 
saloon above the butcher’s shop, and drink tea in 
the English fashion with her two friends. 

She was well enough to do this, and Richard and 
the signora were beginning to think of turning 
homewards; but before they could well leave Paris 
there was something that ought to be told to Eleanor 
—something that she must know sooner or later— 
something that it would be perhaps better for her 
to know at once. 

But they had waited from time to time, thinking 
that she might ask some question which would 
lead to the revelation that must ultimately be made 
to her. 

Upon this September afternoon she sat near the 
open window, looking very beautiful and virginal is 
a loose white muslin dressing-gown, and with her 
long golden curls falling upon her shoulders. She 
had been silent for a long time; her two com- 
panions watching her furtively, observant of every 
change in her countenance. Her cup of tea stood 
untasted on a little table at her side, and she was 
sitting with her hands loosely locked together in 
her lap. 

She spoke at last, and asked that very question 
which must inevitably lead to the revelation her 
friends had to make to her. 

‘You have never told me how papa died,” she 
said; “‘ his death must have been sudden, I know.’ 

Eleanor Vane spoke very quietly. She had never 
before mentioned her dead father’s name with so 
little outward evidence of emotion. The hinds 





loosely locked together upon her lap stirred with a 
slightly tremulous motion ; the face, turned towards | 
the signora and Richard Thornton, had a look of | 
fixed intensity. | 

“Papa dicd suddenly, did he not?” she re- | 
peated. 

“Yes, my dear, very suddenly.” 

“T thought so. But why was he not brought 
home? Why couldn’t I see—” 

She stopped abruptly, and turned her face away 
towards the open window. She was trembling vio- 
lently now from head to foot. 

Her two companions were silent. That terrible 
something which was as yet unrevealed must be 
told sooner or later; but who was to tell it to this 
girl, with her excitable nature, her highly wrought | 
nervous temperament? 

The signora shrugged her shoulders despondingly, | 
as she looked at her nephew. Mr. Thornton had | 
been painting all the afternoon in the little sitting- | 
room. He had tried to interest Eleanor Vane in | 
the great set scenes he was preparing for Raoul. 
He had explaiied to her the nature of a vampire 
trap in the wainscot of the prisouer’s chamber, an 
had made his pasteboard médel limp in his repea te | 
exhioition of its machinery. The vampire trap was | 
a subtle contrivance which might have beguiled any | 
one from their grief, Dick thought; but the wan | 
smile with which Eleanor watched his work only | 
made the scene-painter’s heart ache. Richard | 
sighed as he returned his aunt’s look. It seemed | 
quite a hopeless case as yet. This poor lonely | 
child of fifteen might go melancholy mad, perhaps, 
in her grief for a spendthrift father. 

Eleanor Vane turned upon them suddenly while 
they sat silent and embarrassed, wondering what | 
they should say to her next. 

“My father committed suicide!” she said, in a | 
strangely quiet voice. | 

The signora started azd rose suddenly, as if she 





| would have-gone to Eleanor. Richard grew very 


pale, but sat looking down at the litter upon the 
table, with one hand trifling nervously av.ongst the 
scraps of cardboard and wet paint brushes. 

“Yes,” cried Eleanor Vane, “ you have Jegrived 
me from first to last. You told me first that he was | 
not dead; but when you could no longer keep my 
misery a secret from me, you only told me half tho 
truth—you only told me half the cruel truth. And | 
even now, when I have suffered so much that it 
seems as if no further suffering could touch me, you 
still deceive me, you still try to keep the truth from 


“me. My father parted from me in health and 


spirits. Don’t trifie with me, signora; Iam nota 
child any longer, I am not a foolish schoolgirl, 
whom you can deccive as you like. [ama woman 


‘and will know the worst. My father killed him- 


self!” 

She had risen in her excitement, but clung with © 
one hand to the back of her chair, as if too weak to 
st:nd without that support. 

The signora went to her, and wound her arms 
about the slight trembling figure; but Eleanor 
seemed almost unconscious of that mothcrly | 
caress. 

“Tell me the truth,” she eried vehementl 
“ did my father kill himself?” 

“It is feared that he did, Eleanor.” 

The pale face grew a shade whiter, and the 
trembling frame became suddenly rigid. 


| 


“Tt is feared that he did!” Eleanor Vane re- 
peated. “ It is not certain, then ?” 

** Not quite certain.” 

“ Why don’t you tell me the: truth ?” cried the 
girl, passionately. “Do you think you can make 
my misery less to me by dropping out your words 
one by one? Tell me the worst. What can there 
be worse than my father’s death ; his unhappy death ; 
killed by his own hand, his poor desperate hand? 
Toll me the truth. Ifyou don’t wish me to go mad, 
tell me the truth at once.” 

“TI will, Eleanor, I will,” the signora answered 
gently. “I wish to tell you all. I wish that you 
should know the truth, sad as it may be to hear. 
This is the great sorrow of your life, my dear, and 
it has fallen upon you very early. I hope you will 
try and bear it like a Christian.” 

Eleanor Vane shook her head with an impatient 
gesture. 

“Don’t talk to me of my sorrow,” she eried, 
“what does it matter what I suffer? My father, 
my poor father, what must he have suffered before 
he did this dreadful act? Don’t talk about me; 
tell me of him, and tell me the worst.” 

“TI will, my darling, I will; but sit down, sit 
down, and try to compose yourself.” 

‘No, I'll stand here till you have told me the 
truth. I'll not stir from this spot till I know all.” 

She disengaged herself from the signora’s sup- 
porting arm, and with her hand still resting on the 
chair, stood resolute, and almost defiant, before the 
old music-mistress and her nephew. I think the 
signora and the seene-painter were both afraid 
of her, she looked so grand in her beauty and 
despair. 

She seemed indeed, as she had said, no longer a 
ehild or a schoolgirl, but a woman, desperate and 
almost terrible in the intensity of her despair. 

“Let me tell Eleanor the truth of this sad story,’ 
Richard said; “it may be told very briefly. When 
your father parted with you, Nelly, on the night of 
the 11th of August, he and the two men who were 
with him went at once to an obscure café in one of 
the streets near the Barriére Saint Antoine. They 
were in the habit of going there, it seems, some- 
times playing billiards in the large open room on 
the ground floor, sometimes playing cards in a 
eabinet particulier on the entresol. Upon this night 
they went straight to the private room. It was 
about half-past nine when they wentin. The waiter 
who attended upon them took them three bottles of 
Chambertin and a good deal of seltzer-water. Your 
father seemed in high spirits at first. He and the 
dark Englishman were playing écarté, their usual 
game; and the Frenchman was looking over your 
father’s hand, now and then advising his play, now 
and then applauding and encouraging him. All 


| this came out upon inquiry. The Frenchman quit- 


ted the café at a little before twelve; your father 
and the young Englishman stayed tili long after 
midnight, aud towards one o’clock they were heard 
at high words, and almost immediately after one 
the Englishman went away, leaving your father, 
who sent the waiter for some brandy and writing 
materials, He wanted to write a letter before he 
left, he said.” 

The scene-painter paused, looking anxiously at 
the face of his listener. The rigid intensity of that 
pale young face had undergone no change; the 
gray eyes, fixed and dilated, were turned steadily 
towards him. 

“When the waiter took your father the things 
he had asked for, he found him sitting at the table 
with his faee hidden in his hands, The man placed 
the brandy and writirg materials upon the table, 
and went away, but not befor? he had noticeda 
strange faint smell—the smell of some drug, he 
thought; but he had no idea then what drug. The 
waiter went down stairs; all the ordinary fre- 
quenters of the place were gone, and the lights were 
out. The man waited up to let your father out, ex- 
pecting him to come down stairs every moment. 
Three o’clock struck, and the waiter went up-stairs 
upon the pretence of asking if anything was wanted. 
He found your father sitting very much as he had 
left him, except that this time his head was resting 
upon the table, which was scattered with torn scraps 
of paper. He was dead, Eleanor. The man gave 
the alarm directly, and a doctor came to give assist- 
ance, if any could have been given; but the drug 
which the waiter had smelt was opium, and your 
ather had taken a quantity which would have 
killed the strongest man in Paris.” 

** Why did he do this ?” 

“I can scarcely tell you, my dear; but your 
poor father left, among the scraps of paper upon 
the table, one fragment much larger and more in 
elligible than the rest. It is evidently part of a 
letter addressed to you; but it is very wildly and 
incoherently worded; and you must remember that 


| it was written under circumstances of great mental 


excitement.” 

“ Give it me!” 

Eleanor stretched out her hand with an authori- 
ative gesture. Richard hesitated. 

‘I wish you to fully understand the nature of 
this letter before you read it, Eleanor; I wish—” 

‘You kept the story of my father’s death from 

e out of mistaken kindness,” the girl said, in an 
unfaltering voice; ‘I will try and remember how 
wood you have been to me, so that I may forgive 
you that; but you cannot keep from me the letter 
my father wrote to me before he died. That is 
mine, and I claim it.” 

** Let her see it, peor child,” said the signora. 

Richard Thornton took a leather memorandum- 
book from one of the pockets of his loose coat. 
There were several papers in this book. He se- 
ected one, and handed it silently to Eleanor Vane. 
It was a sheet of note-paper, written upon in her 
ather’s hand, but a part of it had been torn away. 

Even had the whole of the letter been left, the 
writer’s style was so wild and incoherent tha‘ it 


| weuld have been no easy task to us.derstand his 


meaning. In its torn and fragmentary state, this 
scrap of writing left by George Vane was only a 
eribble o confused and breken semtenees. The 
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sheet of paper had been torn from the top to the 
bottom, so that the end of each line was missing. 
The following broken lines were therefore all that 
Eleanor could decipher, and in these the words 
were blotted and indistinct : 


My proor Etzanor—My poor injured 
worst your cruel sister, Hortensia Bannis 
could not be bad enough. I a. a thief 
robbed and cheated my own 
been decoyed to this hell upon eart 
wretches who are base enough to 
a helpless old man who had trusted 
to be gentlemen. I cannot return 
look in my child’s face after 
money whieh was to have 
education. Bette: to die and rid 
But my biood be upon the head of 
who has cheated me this night out of 
May he suffer as he has 
never forget, Eleanor, never forget Robert Lan 
murderer ef your helpless old 
a cheat and a villain who 
some day live to revenge the fate 

old father, who prays that God will 
elpless old man whose folly 
madness have 


There was no more. These lines were spread 
over the first leaf of a sheet of note-paper; the 
second leaf, as well as a long strip of the first, had 
been torn away. i 

This was the only clue to the secret of his death 
which George Vane had left behind him. 

Eleanor Vane folded the crumpled scrap of paper, 
and put it tenderly in her bosom. Then, falling on 
her knees, she clasped her hands, and lifted them 
towards the low ceiling of the little chamber. 

“Oh, my God!” she cried; “‘ hear the vow of a 
desolate creature, who has only one.purpose left in 
life.” 

Signora Picirillo knelt down beside her, and tried 
to clasp her in hrr arms. 

“My dear, my dear!” she pleaded; “‘ remember 
how this letter was written—remembeg the state of 
your father’s mind—” 

“I remember nothing,” answered Eleanor Vane, 
** except that my father tells me to revenge his 
murder. For he was murdered,” she cried, pas- 
sionately, “if this money—this wretched money, 
which he would have died sooner than lose—was 
taken from him unfairly. He was murdered. 
What did the wretch who robbed him care what 
became of the poor, broken-hearted, helpless old 
man whom he had wronged and cheated? What 











Eleanor avows the, Purpose of her Life. 





did he care? He left my father, left him in his 
desolation and misery; left him after having 
stripped and beggared him; left him to die in his 
despair. Listen to me, both of you, and remember 
what I say. Iam very young, I know, but I have 
learned to think and act for myself before to-day. 
I don’t know this man’s name, I never even saw 
his face; I don’t know who he is, or where he 
comes from; but sooner or later I swear to be re- 
venged upon him for my father’s cruel death.” 

“Eleanor, Eleanor!” eried the signora, “ is 
this womanly? Is this Christian-like ?” 

The girl turned upon-her. There was almost a 
supernatural light, now, in the dilated gray eyes. 
Eleanor Vane had risen from her knees, and stood 
with her slender figure drawn to its fullest height 
her long auburn hair streaming over her shoulders, 
with the low light of the setting sun shining upon 
the waving tresses until they glittered like molten 
gold. She looted, in her desperate resolution and 
virginal beauty, like some young martyr of the 
middle ages waiting to be led to the rack. 

“I don’t know whether it is womanly or Chris- 
tian-like,” she said, “ but I know that it is hence- 
forward the purpose of my life, and that it is 
stronger than myself.” 

(To be continued.) 








FUNERAL OF LIEUT.-COL. E. A. 
KIMBALL. 


Tris gallant soldier, whose portrait we 
publish to-day, and whose biography appeared in our 
last, was buried on Wednesday, the 22d April, with 
military honors. Histody was brought to New York 
from Suffolk on Monday, and laid in state in the City 
Hall during Tuesday and Wednesday, on which day 
it was conveyed to Greenwood Cemetery, to await 
the arrival of the 9ih New York Volunteers, who are 
expected to arrive here about the 4th of May, when 
their two years’ service expires. Thousands visited 
the Governor’s Room to take a last look at one of the 
most gallant of men. 

The coffin was of rich rosewood, profusely studded 
with silver nails, and bore upon each side three mas 
sive silver handles. It was placed in the centre of the 
middle apartment, an American flag being throw2 
over the lid, upon which were spread wreaths and 
bouquets of violets, orange buds, camelias and other 
delicate flowers. Pending from one beautiful cluster 
were the words “ Our loss,” and from another “ We 
mourn,” which had been worked on white satin by * 
fair hand, and offered as a tribute of affection. 
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KELLEY'S FORD, ON THR RAPPAHANNOCK, THE SCREE OF SHE BATTLE OF THE 17TU MARCH, AND OF GEN. STONEMAN’S RECONNOISSANCE OF THE 2leT APRIL.—FROM A SKETCH BY OUR SPECIAL 
ARTIST, EDWIN FORERS. 
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sword, belt and of the deceased also lay u the 
coffin, The plate the following inserptien: 
“Cot. EDGAR A. KIMBALL, 
NEW YORK VOLUNTEERS, H. Z, 
Died at Suffolk, Virginia, April 12, i863, 
Aged 40 years, 10 months pine days.” 
At three p.m. the ent« for forming the 
having been completed, the coffin was 
from the Governor’s Room to the hearse by a 
file of the 9th New York Volunteer regiment. 4 file 


of the same re it was also drawn up in two lincs 
in front of the Hall, between which those bear- 
ing the coffin bearers p° . or to 
the ooffin taken from the Hall the military 
escort eutered the Park an in line, and as the 


coffin was being placed in the hearse presented arms, 
A salvo of 21 I 5 was fired from a battery at the 
lower end of the Park, and the procession moved in 
the following order: 


Battalion of Policemen uvder Capt. Mills. 
ist regiment N. Y.N. G. (covery), Lieut.-Col, Minton 


comma g- 
69th regiment, Major ene oaanmntng, with arms 
rever ° 
71st regiment, Col, Sea eqemanting, with arms 


rev " 
Voluntcer Officers. 

Hearse, containing the body, drawn by six horses 
draped in_mourning, flanked by the pa'lbearers and 
Cols. Roome, Varian, Maidhoff, Ward, Mason, 
Lieut.-Cols, Grant and Burke. 

Relatives and friends in carriages. 

Officers of the ist Division N. Y. N. G. 
Detachment of the original Hawkins’s Zouaves. 
Detachment of the 2a fon Hawkins’s Zouaves, 
The Mayor and Commcn Council in carriages. 
Citizens in es, 


The route of Re proseesien was out of the west 
ate of the Park through ae yy Park row, 

hatham street and the ry to md strect, 
through Bond street to Broadway, and thence down 
B way to the South Ferry. Upon public and 

rivate buildings fi were displayed at 2alf-mast. 

he remains were taken to Greenw: etery, ani 
will be kept in the receiving vault until the regiment 
to which (ol. Kimball was attached shall have reached 
this city, they ee | requested that the burial shall 
be postponed till time, 








COL. J. B. FRY, PROVOST-MARSHAL- 
GENERAL OF THE U. S. 


blish to-day a portrait of the excel- 
lent soldier who holds an office hitherto unknown in 
our Republic. 1t is seldom that so onerous and deli- 
eate a position has one so admirably formed to fulfil 
ite duties, for Col. Fry combines great discretion and 
humanity with firmuess, qualities not often found 
combincd in the same person. 
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GEN. STONEMAN’S ADVANCE TO 
KELLY’S FORD, VA. 


In No. 392 of Frank Lesiiz’s ILLUSTRATED 
NEWSPAPER we gave a spirited sketch of the great 
cavalry combat at Kelly’s Ford, between Gen. Averill’s 
troop and the rebel mounted regiment led by Cols. 
Fitzhugh Lec and Stuart. We now give a sketch of 
the Ford, which has again been the scene of another 
engagement. The correspondent of the Philadelphia 
Enquirer g'ves the following particulars of the recent 
advance of Gen, Stoneman from the line of the Rap- 


pahannock : 
“ On Monday morniog early the expedition under 
command of Maj..Gen, Stoneman, convisting of cav- 


alry, infantry and artillery, left our old encampment 
opposite Fredericks! - 

“ One portion of cavalry alone proceeded to Brister- 
burg, and there encamped for the night. Another, 
likewise cavalry, Divouacked the same vight at Elk 
Run, Another portion of cavalry, with a buttery, cn- 
camped at Morrisville, and a fourth, accompanied by a 
ones? of infantry and two batteries of artillery, re- 
mained for the night at Grove Church. 

“ Gen. Stoneman’s headquarters being at the Epot- 
ted Tavern, thereby making a compkte circle and 
gussting ont cov ng every wood and by-path to our 
rear. fore daylight the next morning that portion 
encamped at Bristerburg sent out two squadrons, the 
8th Ill and 9th N. Y., under Capt: Farnesworth, with 
instructions to p to Warrenton, thence to Sul- 
phur Springs, and there to await orders. 

“ The remainder of this force were ordered to pro- 
ceed to Liberty. The squadron scent towards Warren- 
ton and Sulphur ones camc upon several detached 
bodi s of t celebrated partisan cavalry who ren- 
dezvoused in this locality, to cach of which they gre 
= and succeeded in capturing some and wounding 
others. 

“ Upon reaching the Springs oe forded the river, 
and continued down on the opposite bunk as far as 
Freeman’s landing, when, owing to the roads becom- 
ing impassable, they were obliged to return to the 
point at which they crossed. 

“ The division which remained at Elk Run left there 
before daylight the same morning, and proceeded to 
Bealetown, and upon their arrival there they observ 
scattered upon the hills and in the woods, parties o 
two. three, and up to a dozen of the same psrtisan 
covey betore spoken of, to whom they gave chase, 
but not succeed tn their capture. 

“ This division is now lyivg io the woods near this 

int. The division remaining during the night near 

orrisville moved down to Kelly’s Ford. 

“ Here was discovered the first organized body of 
the enemy. Preparations were at once made to dis- 
lodge them, and after throwing a shell or two, the 
rebels deemed it prudent to re, which they did at 
a rapid rate, thus leaving the ford in our possession. 

“A portion of this force then was sent on up the 
river to the Rappahannock bridge, with instructions 
to hold it, and prevent it being destroyed. 

“ All has been agreeable to directions given. 
They row holdone side of Kellv’s Ford and are strong 
enough io position at the bridge to hold it and prevent 
its destruction. 

“ The remaining divisions on leaving their encamp- 
ment a' Grove Church travelled on to the Junction 
of Easthem’s and Hedgeman’s Creek, and from 
thence to Liberty, where they now are. These two 
met with trifling opposition, and have sent in some 10 
or 12 prisoners. 

“The rebels appear in considerable foree, but we 
doubt much if they will be able to greatly retard us, 
should our leadcr determine here to cross.” 
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Tue Paciric TrLteGRaPH.— Without one- 
hundreth part of the fuss which preceded and accom- 
ied the laying of the great Atlantic cable, which 
asted for two hours—a cognate enterprice of four 
times the importance is going on rapidly and to com- 
pletion. In fact, so very quietly is it being done, that 
even our own pom are scarcely aware how fast the 
wires of the Pacific Tel h are stretching across 
the continent. If no unforeseen accident happens, 
the westcrn half of the line between San Francisco 
and Salt Lake City will be in working order before 
the snow falls in such quautities as to prevent opera- 
tions. On the castero side the line is already up to 
the head of the Great American Desert, neurly 300 
miles west of Fort Kearney; and there are strong 
hopes that the whole line will be ia working order 
from the Atlantic to the Pacific by the 6th of ™- 
ber next. It is imporsible to over-estimate the im- 
portance—social:y, politically and commereially—cf 
this great link between the two shores: and it is no 
matter of wonder that the Californians are waitin 
impatiently for the first flash over the wires, while 
we almost forget the enterprise. The Pacific Rail- 
road must soon follow, and then indeed wii] Califor- 
nia be bound to her Eastern mother by links that even 
rebellion will be slow to break. 








WAITING. 


Dnor, falling fruits and crisped leaves! 

Ye tone a note of joy to me; 

Through the rough wind my soul sails free, 
High over waves that autumn heaves. 


Such quickening is in Nature’s death, 
Such life in every dying day— 
The glowing year hath lost her sway, 
Since freedom waits her parting breath. 


I watch the crimson maple-boughs, 

I kaow by heatt each burning leaf, 

Yet would that like a barren leaf, 
Stripped to the breeze those arms uprose! 


Under the flowers my soldier lies! 
But come, thou chilling fall of snow, 
Lest he should hear who sleeps below 
The yet unended captive cries! 


Fade swiftly, then, thou lingering year! 
Test with the storms our eager powers; 
For chains are broken with the hours, 

And freedom walks upon thy bier. 








A BATTLE BETWEEN ANTS. 


‘* WALDEN,” by the late Henry D. Thoreau, 
contains, in the chapter entitled “‘ Brute Neighbors,” 
the following a*count of an ant fight: 

“ One day, when I went to my woodpile, I obser- 
ved two ants, the one red, the other mu Tr, 
nearly half an inch long and black, fiercely con- 
tending with each other, Having once got hold 
they never !et go, but struggled and wrestled an 
rolled on the chips focessantiy. Looking further, I 
was surprised to that the chips were covered with 
such combatants, it was not a duellum, but a 
bellum, a war between two races of ants, the red 
always pitied against the black, and uently 
two reds to one black. The legions of these 
myrmidons covered all the hills vales in m 
woodyard, and the und was already strewn wi 
the dead and dying, both red and black. 

** On every side they were engaged in deadly combat, 
yet without any noise that I could hear, and human 
soldiers never fought so resolutely. 1 watched a 
couple that were fast locked in each *a embraces 
ip a little sunny valley amid the chips, now at noon- 
day, prepared to fight until the sun went down or life 
went out. The smaller red champion had fastened 
himself like a vice to his adversary’s front, and through 
all the tumbling on that ficid never for an instant 
ceased to gnaw at one of the black one’s feelers near 
the root, having already caused the other to go by the 
board; while the stronger black one dashed him from 
side to side, and, as I siw on looking nearer, had al- 
ready divested him of several of his members. They 
fought with more pirtinacity than bulldogs. Neither 
manifested the least disposition to retreat. In the 
meanwhile there come along a single red ant on the 
hillside of this valley, evidently full of excitement, 
who either had dispatched his foe, or had not yet 
taken part in the battle—probably the latter, for he 
had lost none of his limbs. He saw the unequal com- 
bat from afar—for the blacks were nearly twice the 
size of the reds—he drew near with rapid pace till he 
stood on his guard within half an inch of the com- 
batapts; then, watching his opportunity, he sprang 
upon the black warrior and commenced his operations 
near the root of his right fore leg, leaving the foe to 
sclect emoug his own members, and so there were 
three united for life, as if a new kind of attraction had 
ay 3 invented, which put all other locks and cements 

shame. 

‘* I took up the chip on which the three I have par- 
ticularly described were strugglin ~, carried it into my 
house aud placed it under a tumbler on my window 
sill in order to see the issue. Holding a microsco 
to the first-mentioned red ant, I saw that, though he 
was assiduously gnawing at the near fore leg, ane | 
severed his remaining feeler, his own breast was 
torn away, exposing what vitals he had there to the 
jaws of the black warrior, whose -breastplate was ap- 

ntly too thick for him to pierce, and the dark car- 
uncles of the eufferer’s eyes shone with ferocity such 
as war only could excite. 'They struggled half an hour 
longer under the tumbler, and when I looked again 
the black soldier had severed the heads of his foes 
from their bodies, and the still living heads were 
banging on eithcr side of him like phe y trophies at 
his saddle-bow, apparently as firmly fastened us ever, 
and he was endeavoring with feeble struggles, being 
without feelers, and h only the remnant of a leg, 
and I know not how many other woun is, to divest 
himeelf of them, which at le) eth after half an hour 
more he accomplished. I raised the 
off over the window-sill in that crippled state. 
Whether he finally survived that combat and t 
the remainder of hie days in some Hote! des Invalides 
I do not know, but I thought that his industry would 
not be werth much the r. Lnever learned which 
pety was victorious, nor the cause of the war; but I 
elt for the rest of that RL had had my feelin 


excited and harrowed by a the struggle the 
pay and carnage of a human battle be: ore. my 
oor. 


SPIKING A BATTERY. 


Cot. Jones and Maj. Smith were neigh- 
bors. They were both men of property, were good 
citizens, and extremely popular. They were men of 
cated courage, and been engaged in many a skir- 
mish. 

L:ke most nen of that day, Jones and Smith would 
occasionally get on a spree. and their frolics were 
often protracted until late in the night. Their 
pleasure on such occasions was frequently damped by 
the thought of their wives at home, who, like Tam 
©’Shanter’s good dame, sat nursing their wrath to 
keep it warm. 

One night, after my | kept up their frolic until a 
late hour, they returned home. when Col Jones found 
his wife waiting for him with a countenance that 
foretold a storm. The colonel, whose face never 
blanched before an enemy, usiled before the just in- 
dignation of his better-half. Instead of going to 
bed he took a scat, and resting his elbows on his 
knees, with his face in his hands, seemed to be com- 
pletely absorbed in grief, sighiog heavily, and utter- 
ing such exclamations as “ Poor Smith! Poor fel- 
low!” His wife kept silent as long as possible; but 
at lest, overcome by curiosity and anxiety, inquired 
in a sharp tone: 

« What’s the matter with Smith?” 

“ Ah!” s:ys the colonel, * his wife is gwing him 
fits now!” 

Mrs. Jones was mollified by the joke, and her 
wrath dissolved. 














A COUNTRYMAN came to one of our hotcls 
and wrote after his name “ P. O. P. 8. F.C.” Here 
was a title which none but himself understood. 

“Pray, my dear sir,” asked the barkeeper, “ what 
do rll these letters st+nd for ” 

“ Stand for? why, that’s my title!’ 

“ You, sir—but what is your title ?” 

“Why, Professor of Psalmoay and Schoolmaster 
from Connecticut.” 


Mrs. PARTINGTON wants to know if it 
were not intended that women should drive their 
husbands, why are they put threugh the 
ceremony ? 





CAPILLARY DISEASES. 


DR. B. C. PERRY, 
THE CELESRATED DERMATOLOGIST, 


RECENTLY FROM °9 WINTER §T., BOSTON, 
and the only man in this country who has ever made 
the treatment of 


Diseased Scalps, ; 
Loss cf Hair and 
Dianching, 


a specialty, has esta¥lished himsclf at 
No. 49 BOND STREET, NEW YORK, 


where he can be consulted by all who are afflicted 
with any disease of the scalp, loss of hair, or prema- 
ture blanching. 

Dr. Perry is preparet to treat successfully the fol- 
pen J diseases, all of which are productive of a loss 
of hair: 

Debilitation of the External Skin, Suppressed 

Secretion, Irritation 01 the Scalp, Dandruff or Thick- 

ened Secretion, Inflammation of the Sensitive Skin, 

Matterated Secretion, Hair Eater, Distended or Swol- 
Roots, and Piemature Blanching. 

This is the only method based upon Physiologica’ 
nciples which has ever been presented to the pub- 
for the restoration of the Heir. 

Particular attention is called to the Doctor’s theory 
treating 


of 
Dissased Scalps and Restoring Hair. 


It no doubt will commend itself to every intelligent 
and reflecting mind. 

There are eighteen diseases of the Head and Scalp 
that cause a loss of hair, and in some instances pre- 
mature blanching, ea-h requiring in its treatment 
different remedies. Where loss of hair has resulted 
from apy of those diseases, the first thing to be done 
is to remove the disease by a proper course of treat- 
ment; restore the scalp to its normal condition; keep 
the pores open. eo that the secretion can pass off, and 
in every follicle that ie open new strands of hair will 
make their appe#rance. 

The philosophy of premature blanching is this: 

constitucnts of dark 

ht hair. When the 
the skins contain an 





Iron and Oxygen are the princi 

hair; Lime and Magnesia of 

suppressed sccretions betwcen 

excess of lime, it is — up by the strands, causing 
w 


e heir By on in 
accumulation of lime passes of wi the secretions, 
ral components of the hair resume their as- 
cendancy, and the hair resumes its natural color. 
Because persous have tried various preparations for 
the hair, and have been deceived by them, and in some 
cages their difficulty made worse by their use, they 
need not be discou-aged. The one preparation sys- 
tem for any cl+ss of diseases must necessnrily prove 
a failure. No one compound can be available fora 
dozen or more discaees; it may remove some diffi- 
parece in other cases uscless, and in some positively 
rious. 
. Perry’s method is in accordance with the law of 
cause He makes a personal examination, 
ascertains what disease of the scalp has or is pro- 
oucing aloss of hair or premature whitening, pre- 
eeribes such remedies acrording to ita nature and 
requirements, as will remove the disease; hence his 
great success in treating 


Capillary Diseases. 


As to Dr. Perry’s ability and success in treating 
discases of the Scalp, Loss of Hair and Premature 
japan nae 2 he has in his posseesion the most reliable 
testimonials from sures, Clergymen and others, 


in every city where he has sed, They can be 


*secn by calling at his office, No. 49 Bond Strcet. 


All Consultations Free. 


All manieice or other communicatiors, address Dr, 
B. C. PERRY, No. 49 Bond Street, enclosing stam 

Entered according to the »ct, in the year 1861, by B. 
C. PERRY, in the Clerk’s Office in the District Court 
ot the State of Massachusetts. 


NEW COPYRIGHT NOVEL. 
PUBLISHED THIS DAY. 
SYBIL CAMPBELL; 


OR, 
THE QUEEN OF THE ISLE. 


BY 
COUSIN MARY CARLETON, 
Author of “ Silver Star,” “ La Masque,” ** Erminie,” 
“ Victoria; or, The Heiress of Castle Cliffe,” etc. 
TWELVE ILLUSTRATIONS, BY DARLEY. 
Price, 50 centa, in paper cover, or 75 cents 
bound in cloth. 

This Romance, one of the mest interesting that has 
appeared for some time, is now issued complete in 
one large volume, octavo, and is printed on fine paper. 
The Illustrations are from designs by Darley, a guar- 
antee that they are artistic and unique; they are 
— on finely calendered paper, separate from the 

etter-press, and illustrative of the most striking inci- 
dents of the story, which, by the Reviewers, has been 








pronounced first-class. 
Mailed, porn paid, on poortes of price. 
FREDERIC A. BRADY, Publisher, 24 Ann St. 





Rheumatism. Cured. 


WAS8HINGTON, D.C. . 9, 1862, 

Mesers.. MetTTAM & Co.—Gents—You will please 
send to my address one pair of your MATALLIC IN- 
SOLES. I have used thea for more than one year, 
and I can say truly, that they are a cure and ven- 
tive cf Rheumatism, I commend them to the public. 


Respectfully. 
PEDMUND J. PORTER, Major, J. 8. A. 


Price $1; per mail, $1 25. 
Send for Circular. Office, 429 Broadway, N. Y. 


CONSUMPTION Cure guaranteed for from $25 to $500 
By “ ts “ $15 to $50 


‘Asthma “ bad a 10 to $100 
No advance fee. Dr. WM. GUILFORD, 
397-8 2 Park Pla 








Whiskers! Whiskers! 
MY ONGUENT will force the be rd to grow on the 
smoothest face in six weeks. Satisfaction given or 
money refunded. Price 50 cents a package, or three 





for $1, by mail. 
Address JAGGERS & HANDLEY, 
397-8 Calhoun, Ill. 
Ghoice Phot phs of 


“GEN. TOM THUMB AND LADY,” at 15 cts. each 
—wholesale. $7 per 100. Also, PRINCE and PRIN- 
CESS OF WALES,” 15 cts. each—wholesale, ¢9 per 
100. Agents wanted. G. W. TOMLINSON, 
Boston, Mass. 


The Indispensable !—Azents, don’t fail to in- 
close stamp for Circular, and learn the rare induce- 
ments offered to those who wish to make money by 
acting as Agents for us 8. W. RICE & CO., & 
Nassau 8t., N. Y., and 434 Chestnut St., Phila., Pa. 


The Household Treasure, 
A beautifully i!lustrated little volume, full of inter- 
est to every one; sent to any address GRATIS, on 


receipt of a 3c, stamp. . 
Box 949 Baltimore P. O. 











Woman's hts!— Every lady can have 
BEAUTIFUL WAVY HAIR by using “Ivin’s Patent 
Hair Crimpers.” For sile everywhere. Manufac- 
tured and sokl wholesale owly, by the Putertee, 
7 Sixth Street and Columbia Avenue, Phila. 

2-4 





A Rare Chance for business, $100 per month 
sURE. Address R. THOMPSON, Agent American 
= Machine Co., 13 Tremont Row, Boston, Mase. 

Si 
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UBBARD BRO’ 


ST Reacts 


Have the -pemnoure of announcing ¢o their numerous 
Friends and Patrons in the Army, that they are pre. 
pared to fill orders and transmit parcels BY MAIL, 
with the utmost care and promptitude. Watches ao 
forwarded are registered ; we tuke upon ourselves al] 
risks of transportation, and guarantee a safe dclivery, 


IMPROVED SOLID STERLING SILVER Im, 





ENGLISH LEVERS, in good running order, and 
warranted accurate timepieces. This is an entire new 

attern, made expressly for American Army and 

avy sale. They are manu in a very hand. 
rome manner, with English crown mark, certifying 
their neness; all in Oey are a most desira-. 
ble Watch. Frank Leslie’s I Newspoper 


of Feb. 2ist, 1863, says: ‘‘ HUBBARD’s TIMEKEEPERS 
becomi 


are ng proverbial ae, od aceu- 
racy. They are particularly valuable office 
the army and travellers.” "The c is } gill 


Two DoLLaRs ($72) per case six, being about 
one-third the cost of ordinary lish Levers. whiie 
they will readily retail for a larger price. Postage, 
per case, $1 84, 


RAILWAY TiMEKEEPERS, for pry Specula- 
tion.—The Army and Navy of lacelphia, 
in ite February number, says: “ I‘his importation of 
the HnBBARD Bros., of New York, fills a long-feilt 
wont, ber my a > 7 , = ras My og Dhyne ple an 
extremely low re. perior in and finish! 
pate’ the A~'y taking novelties out! Should re- 
tail at prices from $20 to $50 each. 
fia dials wth eupertor reputed 
only by the case of six of assorted 
graved and superior electro- 
silver case of six, FORTY-EIGHT DOLLARS ($48), 
By mail, postage, $1 65 per case. 

MAGIC TIME OBSERVERS, the Perfection of 

echanism!—BEING A HUNTING AND OPEN FAcz, 
OR LADY’s OR GENTLEMAN’S WATCH COMBINED, 
WITH PATENT SELF-WINDING IMPROVEMENT.—The 
New York Itustrated News, in its issue of Jan. 10, 1863, 
on page 147, Le gine | says: “ We have been shown 
a most es novelty, of which the Hussarp 
Bros., of New York, are the sole importers. It is 
called the MAGIC TIME OBSERVER, and is a Hunt- 
ing and Open F.ce Watch com . One of the 
prettiest, most convenient, and decidedly the best and 
cheapest timepiece for general and reliable ure ever 
offered. It has within it and connected with its ma- 
chinery its own mya Ay nye rendering akey 
eptirely unnecessary. e cases of this Watch are 
composed of two metals, the outer one being fine 16 
carat gold. {t has the im ee aa ion lever, 
movement, and is warren an timepiece.” 
Price, superbly evgraved, per case of half dozen, 
#204. Sample Watches, in neat mofocco boxes, for 
those proposing to buy at wholesale, $35. If sent by 
mail : postage is 36 cents. Retails at $100 and 
upwards. 


a@ We haveno Agents or Circulars. Buyers must 
deal with us direct, ordering from this advertisement. 
TERMS, CASH IN ADVANCE, Remittances may be 
made iu United States money, or draft payable to our 
order in this city. If you wish goods eeut by mail, 
inclose the nt of the postage with your order. 
Write your address in full. REGISTERED LETTERS 





ONLY AT OUR RISK, Address 
HUBBARD BROS , ImporTERs, 
396-7 No. 65 Nassau Street, New York. 





The Zarly Physical Degeneracy of 
AMERICAN PEOPLE, 


And the early melancholy decline of Childhood and 
Youth, just published by DR. STONE, Physician to 
the Troy Lung and H Institute. 

Treatise on the ve subject, the cause of Ner- 
vous Deb »M 
of the Vital 
for Palpitation, Impaired Nutrition and Digestion. 

az Fail not to send two red Stamps and obtain this 
book. Address 


DR. ANDREW STONE, 
Physician to the Troy Lung and Hygiene Institute, 
ind Physician for Diseases of the Heart, Throat and 
Lungs, No. 9 Fifth St., Troy, N. Y. 391 401 





MINIATURES ON IVORY, Ete. 
MER. and MISS WAGNER, 





ARTISTS, 
Studio Building (Dodworth’s), 204 Fifth Avenue, 
000 Opposite Madison Square. 





CORNWALL COLLEGIATE SCHOOL 


Offers unusual advantages in situation, easy of access 
and free from injurious influences. 


MILITARY DRILL AND DISCIPLINE 
STRICT BUT KIND, 
A feature of the School. 
ALFRED COX ROE, Principal, 


384-435 Cornwall Orazige Co., N. Y. 





Read, Mark and Learn the contents of that 
invaluable work, “‘ The Illustrated Marri Guide 
pages. Matied ts cedbed onvelopen. op wessis of 33 

8. enve , on 0 
cents. Address 58 White Street, N.Y. 397-400 


A Book that every Piano Player should have! 
THE WELCOME GUEST 


A Choice Collection (224 —_ uarto pages) of Music 
arranged for the Piano, consisting of the most pop”- 
lar Revdos, Transcriptions, Nocturnes, Marches and 
— 8, Waltzes, Polaes, Schottisches, Mazurk«s, 
alops, owns, Operatic Airs, Quadrilles, Cotil- 
lous, Dances, etc., comprising about 
TWO HUNDRED PIECES OF MUSIC, 
Which, in sheet form, would cost not less than $50. 
Price, in boards, $2; cloth, $2 25; cloth gilt, $3. 
cont oe mail, ‘paid, on receipt of the price. 
ENRY TULMAN & CO., Publishers, 
291 Washington Street, Boston, 
And for sale by Root & Cady, Chicago. 


——- 


P Price $12.—A Week’s Wasting may be done in 
t+o hours without Soakinc, Rubbing or Boiling, Uy 
JOHNSON’S UNION WASHING MACHINE, 
which is universally admitted to be the most perfect 
iv ase. Call and see it in operation at our Depot, 457 
Broadway, N. Y. J. JOHNSON & CO. 

N. B.— We have just completed a smaller size, price 
28, for Nursery Washing. 0000 





397-8 





— 


Price $8.— Johnson's Union Clothes 
WRINGER, with Galvanized Iron Frames and Cog#, 
is the best, the most simple and the most durable ia 
existence, snd fits any tub or box. 

J. JOHNSON & CO., 457 Broadway, N. Y. 
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FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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J. H WINSLOW & CO. 


Pro R OF- 

;HE GREATEST OPPORTUNITY EVE 
SED TO SECURE GOOD JEWELLERY 

FERED 70 Oe LOW PRICES. 


100,000 


@HAINS, SETS OF JEWELLERY, GOLD PENS, 
FAO RICRLETS, LOCKETS, RINGS, GENTS’ PINS, 
SLEEVE- STU 


be scld Ove each, without rd 
so eine, amd tot to be pata for tut know 
are to get. Send 25 cents for a cate, which will 
jnform you what you can have for $1, and at the same 
time get our Circular aang f list end particu- 
Jura, also terms to , which we want in every 
Regiment and Town in the country. 


J. H. WINSLOW & Co., 
208 Broadway, New York. 








HOSTETTER’S 
CELEBRATED 


STOMACH BITTERS. 


The Great Acclimating Tonic.— Wherever 


HOSTETTER’S STOMACH BITTERS—the cele- 
brated American prevention of Climate Diseaser— 
have been introduced into unhealthy regions, their 
effects in sustaining the health, vigor and aiiimal 
spirits of thore whose pursuits subjected them to ex- 
traordinary risks from exposure and privation, have 
been wonderful, In the army, the superiority of this 
article over every other invigorating and alterative 
medicine has become so manifest wh-re used, that it 
is relied upon exclusively as a protection inst 
bilious fever, fever and ague, and bowel complaints 
of every kind. The soldiers say it is the only stimu- 
lant which produces and keeps up a healthy habit of 
body in unwholesome locations. For the ima- 
ted pioueer and settler it is the most reliable of all 
saferuards against sickness. Throughout the United 
States it is considered the most healthful and agree- 
able of all tonics, and altogether unequalled as a 
remedy for dyspepsia. The medic nal ingredients are 
all vegetable, and are held ia solution by the most 
wholesome stimulant known—the essence of rye. 
“ Hostetter’s Bitters” are manufactured at Pittsburg. 
Pennsylvania, and no less than 40,000 dozen bottles 
are sold annually. eet, 428 Broadway. Kept by 
all respectable Druggists. 


Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters, 


Prepared and sold by 
HOSTETTER & SMITH, Pittsburg, Pa. 
Depot for New York, 428 Broadway. 





Greatest Invention “of the Age ! 


A snug little fortune can be made by all, with a 
trifling outlay; no-utensils required except those 
found in every household, Profits 100 per cent. 
mand staple as flour. Full particulars sent on receipt 
of stamp for return peor . Address 

€. MUNRO BROWN & CO. 
No. 74 Bleecker Street, N. Y. 





Notice.—Those wishing to become rich, cr suc- 
ceed fu anything they wish, should send for one or all. 
of the Gipsy’s Seven Secret Charms. Thousands have 
dove so and now rejoice. They cost but little and do 
much good. . For further particulars send stamp, and 
get ls explanation, to E. F. MAYO, a 





“ SUREEA!’ 

And will you have them? A Grecian preparation 
which will cause Whiskers and Moustaches to grow 
heavy in ONE MONTH; Only 50 cents, sent prepaid on 
receipt of price 

395-6 Address Box 65, East Brookfield, Mass. 


READ Trea al). THE UNITED STATES 
Conscription Act, or National Militia Bill, with 

a copious Index for referenc:. JAS. W. FORTUNE, 

Publisher, 102 Centre St., N.Y. Price five cents, 


SOMETHING NEW 


AGi Nis WANTED! For Circalars and terms m- 
close stimp. RICE & CO., 37 Park Row, N. Y., and 
Chicago, IUlinais. 000 


TIFFANY & Cco., 


LATE 
TIFFANY, YOUNG & ELLIS. 


Fine Jewellery, Precious Stones, Watches, Silver 
Ware, Bronzes, Clocks, Rich Porcelain Articles of 
Art and Luxury, 


No. 550 BROADWAY, NEw YORK. 
House in Parts, TIFFANY, REED & CO, 











The Confessions and Exporience 01 
an Invalid. 


UBLISHED for the benefit and as a warning 
A anda caution to yo men who suffer from 
Nervous Debility, Prematuré Decay, &c.; supplying 


st the same time the means of Self-Cure. one who 
‘cured himself, after being put to expense 
ery. By in- 


through medical imposition and q 
closing a postpaid addressed envelope Stagie Copies 
may be had of the author, NATHA EL MAYFAIR 

8q., Bedford, Kings County, N. Y. 370 a3 





To Nervous Sufferers of Both Sexes.— 
A reverend gentleman having been restored to health 
in a few days, after undergoing all the usual routine 
and irregular expensive modes of treatment without 
success, considers it his sacred duty to communicate 
to his afflicted fellow-creatures the means of cure. 
Hence, on the receipt of an addreesed envelope, he 
will sen’ (tree) a copy of the prescription used. Di- 
ect to Dr. Joun M. DAGNALL, 188 Fulton Street, 

rooklyn, New York. BR4- 9S 





$75 a month guaranteed. Address ISAAC 
4LE, JR.,&CO., Newburyport, Mass. 307-402 








FURNITURE, 


FURNITURE, 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL, 


DEGRAAF & TAYLOR. 


(FORMERLY H. P. DEGRAAF,) 


No. 87 


Bowery, 


New York. 


This establishment is six storeys in height, and extends 242 feet through to No. 65 
Chrystie Street—making it one of the largest Furniture Houses in the United States. 


They are prepared to offer great inducements to the Wholesale Trade for Time or 
Cash. Their stock consists, in part, of 


Mahogany and Walnut Parlor and Chamber Furniture ; 


Also, CANE and WOOD SEAT work, all qualities; HAIR, HUSK and SPRING MAT- 
TRESSES, a large stock; ENAMELLED CHAMBER FURNITURE, 
in Sets, from $22 to $100. 


TUCKER’S NEW STYLE PATENT SPRING BED, 


The best as well as the cheapest of any in use. Retail price, $2 each. 
Their facilities for manufacturing defy competition. All work guaranteed as represented. 





IMPORTANT TO LADIES. 


JUST PUBLISHED 


FRAN HE UFPDsit b’s 


Lady’s Magazine and Gazette of Fashion, 


WITH 


114 NEW FASHION PLATES, 
FOR MAY. 


It is issued in a beautiful Cover, printed in Colors, and is 
The Most Beautiful Magazine ever issued in any Country. 


A Cotemporary says of this splendid Magazine: 
‘‘ Of all publications we think a Lady’s Magazine is perhaps the most difficult to give 


satisfaction—the fair sex being the most fastidious of all critics. They have also such | 
varied tastes that it is impossible to please all. 


Impossible, did we say? No; for Frank 


Leslie has succeeded. The May number of his Lapy’s MaGazinr has indeed reached the 
climax of pertection, being, without exception, the completest specimen of fashion and 


entertainment ever published on this continent. 
fashion-plate, and a mammoth four-page engraving or life-picture of 27 leaders of fashion | 
in the French Court. The fashion-plates in all number 114, and are most striking and 


It contains a double-page colored stccl 


elegant, far exceeding in number, brilliancy and accuracy all the other Ladies’ Magazines 


combined. 


50,000 AGENTS WANTED! 


75,000 Watches, Chains, Lockets, 
BRACELETS, RINGS, 
GOLD PENS AND PENCILS, &c., 
Worth $100,000, 
To be sold for One Dollar regard to 


each, without 
value, and not to be paid for till you know 
what you are to get. 





LOOK AT THE FOLLOWING LIST OF ARTI- 
CLS TO BE SOLD FOR $1 EACH: 

150 Watches, varying in price from $15 to $1C0, all 

in good order and warranted. 

200 Ladies’ Gold Watches... 












300 Gents’ Silver Watches.. seseeeee 15 Och 
2500 Vest end Neck Chins --5 00 to 10 each 
3000 Gold Band Bracelets. . --5 00 to 10 each 
— © & = ° 300 to 5 each 
3000 Jetand Gold “ . -4 00 to 6 each 
8000 Jet and (iold Brooches......... +400 to 5 each 
3000 Lava and Florentine Brooches..4 00 to 6 each 
3000 Gold Thimbles............++0+++ 400 to 6 each 
3000 California Diamond Cluster 

Pins..... Seeedeccocecccscs --5 00 to 6 each 
3000 California Diamond Ear Drops..4 00 to 8 each 
5000 Genta’ California Diamond 

Breastpins..... evececsececs -2 50 to 8 each 

3000 Watch Keys........... +eee2 00 to 6 each 
2500 Magic 8) me Lachete ee ecececces 400 to 8 each 
2500 Enamelicd Revolving Brooches.2 50 to 6 each 
2500 Solitaire Sleeve Buttons........ 250 to 6 each 
2500 Seal Stone Rings...... secesecese? 50 to 6 each 
6000 Chased Rings..........+++++-++.2 60 to & each 
50°0 Masonic Rings...... Sescccecccces 260 to 6 each 
6000 Engraved Lockets........++++++ 2 50 to 10 each 
7000 Sets Ladice’ Jewellery, new 

Cesdecccoosesecvooccces 5 00 to 10 each 


All of the above list of Goods will be sold 
for One Dollar each. 


In all transactions by mail we shall eharge for doin 
the business, 25 ceuts each, which must enclo 
when the request is made to know what you can have. 
After knowing what you can have, then it will be at 
your option to send 61, take the article or not. 

Five articles can be ordered for $1—eleven for ¢2— 
fore for @5—sixty-five for ¢10—and one hundred 

or $15. 





AGENTs.—Those acting as A sents will be allowed 
| 10 cents on every article ordeved by them, provided 
| th.ir remittance amounts to $1. mts will collect 
| 25 cents for every article ordered, and remit 15 cents 
| to us either in cash or — stamps. With the in- 
| formation of what you can have will be sent a Cir- 
| cular giving iull instructions to Agents and a ful 
, Catalogue of articles, and then it will be at you 
| option to send and get the articles or not. Address 


S. M. WARD & CO., 
| Box 4876, New York. 208 Broadway. 


|JUST TRIBUTE TO MERIT! 





AT INTERNATIONAL EXHIBITION, LONDON 
July 11th, 1862, 


DURYEA’S MAIZENA 


“Ifa lady desires to know what to purchase she has but to refer to this triumph of | Was the only “preparation for food from Indian 
the season, Frank Lesime’s Lapy’s MaGazine, and she will find a description of every- 


thing requisite for a lady’s toilette. 


“Husbands! would you please your wives? 


Lapy'’s MAGAZINE. 


Carry home to them Frank LEsLiz’s 


Fathers! do you wish to obtain the gratitude of your daughters? 
Take them Frank Lesiie’s Lapy’s MaGazine. Lovers! would you win a smile? Present ! vince 1 


to the fair object of your attention this marvel of the age, Frank Lesiir’s Lapy’s MAGAZINE. 
“But we have left the greatest feature of Frank Lesiin’s Lapy’s MaGazZzine to the 


last. 


It contains the latest fashions in advance of all publications —for his agents in the 
capitals of Europe forward to him every novelty before they become the mode there. In | 


brief, if a lady wishes to be in the fashion she must consult FraNK Lesiiz’s Lapy’'s 


MAGAZINE.” 





 Psychomancy.”—How either sex may fas- 
cinate and gain the love, confidence, affection and 
will of any person they choose, instantiy. This stmple 


mental uirement can possess, se certain 
success in love, marriage, &c., free by mail, for 25 cts., 
er with a guide to the w of both sexes 


—an extraordinary book, of great interest; third edi- 
tion; over 100,000 copies already sold. Address T. 


Pp 
WILLIAM & CO., Publishers, box 2,300, Phila- 
delphia. 392-05 





MUSICAL BOXBS. 


Playing 1, 2, 3, 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 
t4Tunge, and in all styles acd sizes, 
with American Melodies, Operas, 
Dances, etc., and varying in price 


to 90, 

M. J. PAILLARD, 

lmporver, <1 Maiden Lane (up-stairs), New York. 
es repaired, 000 





Musical Box 





MILLERS¢5 QrHAIR DYE 


Cheapest, best, and most permanentin use, Try it. 
Sold at all Druggiats. Depot, 56 Dey Street, N. Y. 





75 A MONTH! I want to hire Agents in eve 
county at $75 a month, expenses paid, to se 
7 ebeap Family Sewing Machines. Address, 

92 B. MADISON, Alfred, Maine, 





Cheapest Shirt House'in the U.S. 


LEWIS’ 
PERFECT FITTING 


SHIRTS. 


Six Wamsutta or Woeuregar Muslin 
e 





Shirts, which are equal in wearto New York Mills 


eq 
Muslin—6 for $13, and 6 for $15. 


Six New York Mills Muslin Shirts, 
with Extra Fin: Linen Bosoms and Wristbands, for 
$18. This is cheaper by $6 per dozen than any other 
house. Send fora Circular. Single Shirts made for 
sample. FREDERICK LEW:S, 

304-40 655 Broadway. 


BOOKS, CARDS, PRINTS, 
LONDON, PARIS and YANKEE NOTIONS. Cir- 
culars sent on receint of stamp. Addrees 

394-7 MACKEY & CO., 8' “jassau St., N.Y. 


CATARRH!-—Dr. Goodale’s Catarrh 
REMEDY penetrates to the very seat of thi« terrible 
disease, and exterminates it root and branch. Dr. 
GOODALE is the first and only person who ever told 
the world what Catarrh really was, and where it com- 
menced. His Remedy is the only one ever known to 
cure it. Price $1. Send a stamp for a pamphiet. 
t No. 612 Broadwav. 

400 


NORTON & CO., Sole Agents. 











7 








Gillies’ Old Plantation Coffee, 25 Cts. 


PER POUND.—-To all lovers of fine-flavored Coffee 
we offer a superior beve: to any heretofore sold 
in this market. It is superior to Coffees usually sold, 
such as Java, Maracaibo, Mocha, etc, Hotels, Private 
Families, Boarding-houses, Restaurants, etc., will 
find the Old Plantation Coffee to contain a perfect 
uniformity of strength and flavor. Put upin 1 pound 
packages, ———— in a case, with full d rections for 
use, For sale by Grocers generally. Price 25 cents 
per pound. Liberal discount to the trade. 
WRIGHT GILLIES & BRO., 
Importers and Manufacturers, 


300-490 233, 236 and 237 Washington St., N. Y. 





“‘ Moustaches and Whiskers in 42 Days.” 
Hunting, Bunion wot many other GREAT SECRETS, 
all in the BOOK OF WONDERS. 8,000 sold. 10th 
EA. | Price only 20 cte._ 8 for $1. Mailed free, 
Addreas C. E. HUNTER & -» Hinedale, N. H, 
\ N EB 8 T E R , ‘s 
IMPERIAL 8vo DICTIONARY, 
With over 10,000 New Words! 


AN AMERICAN DICTIONARY OF THE ENG- 
LISH LANGUAGE; exhibiting the Origin, Ortho 
graphy, Pronunciation and Detinitions of Words. By 
Noan WEBSTELK,LL.D. Abridged from the quarto 
edition of the author. To which is added, a SyNop- 
sis OF Worps differently pronounced by different 
Orthoepists. Reviseg@ and enlarged by CHAUNCEY 
A. Goopricn, Professor in Yale Cullege. With 
3YNON YMS, Prorouncing Vocabularies of Scripture, 
Claseical end Geographical Names, and an APPEN- 
DIX of over 10,000 New Words. 
J. B. LIPPINCOTT & CO., 
70 Philadelphia. 





CASH !—Cash paid for old NEWSPAPERS, 
PAMPHLETS, BOOKS and Store Papers, RAG, 
ROPE, BAGGING, COTTON and all kinds of paper 


stock, at 40 West es V! 
000 CHARLES MAUR & CO. 





SEWING MACHINE CO. 


Produce the best Family Sewing Machine in use— 
simple in construction—durable in all its parte— 
readily understood without instruction—certain of 
stitch on every kind of fabric—adapted to wide — ~ 
of work without change or adjustment—needle 
straight—tension positive—and no taking apart ma- 
ehine to clean or oil. 

These are peculiar facts, and will determine the 
choice of every purchaser having the opportunity of 
knowing them. 

Please call and examine, or send for a Circular. 
Agents wanted. 

0000 OFFICE, No. 938 Broadway, N. Y. 


| Corn” that received a medal and honorable mention 
| from the Royal Commissioners, the competition of all 
prominent manufacturers of “ CORN STARCH ” and 
| *PREPARED CORN FLOUR” of this and other 
countries notwithstanding. The food and luxury of 
the age, without a singie fault. One trial will con- 
he most sceptical. Makes Puddings, Cakes, 
Custards, Blancmange, etc., without isinglass, with a 
| few or no Cees, at acost astonishing the most econ- 
j omical. A slight addition to ordinary Wheat Flour 
tly inesorse Bread and Cake. Itis also excel- 
ent for thickening sweet sauces, gravies for fish and 
| meat, soups, etc. For Icecream nothing can compare 
| with it. A little boiled in milk will produce rich 
| Cream for coffee, chocolate, tea, ete. 

Put up in 1 pound packages, under the trade mark 

** Maizena,” and with di ons for use. 
A most delicious article of food for children and in- 
valide of all 7 
For sale by Grocers and Druggists everywhere. 


MANUFACTURED AT GLEN CLOVE, L.I. 
WHOLESALE DEPOT, 166 'ULTON STREET. 


snnens WM. DURYZA, General Agent. 








Do You Want Luxuriant Whiskers 
or Moustaches P 


M* Onguent will force them to grow heavily in 
six weeks (upon the smoothest face) without 
tain or injury to the skin. Price $i—sent by mail, 
ost free, to = Sere g on receipt of an order, 
R, G, GRAILAM, 109 Nasasu St., New York, 


See—A Speculation—on the outside page, 000 








The Cheapest Jewellery House in the World. Cir- 
eulare sent free. Address J, A. SALISBURY, 
Agent, Providence, R. I. 382-940 





Blair & Wyeth's Liquid Rennet for 
miking ina few moments delicious desserts, the most 
gr t2ful food for invalids and children, NURTON & 

O., Sole Agents, 612 broadway. 397-400 


WEDDING: CARDS 
These Celebrated Engraved Cards sold enly at J. EVERDELL'S 
Old Establishment, 302 Broadway, eor. Duane St N.Y. 
— 1840, CB For Specimen by Mail, two stampa 














PREMIGM PAID ON PRIZES. 

Information furnished. Highest price paid 
Doubloons, Ameriezo Goki and Sriver. 

TAYLOR & OG, Bankers, No, 16 Well St.,N. ¥ 














FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 
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CLERK (to intending passenger)—“‘ That's a nice baby you've got—it’s as good as gold.” 
INTENDING PassENGER—“ Sure, and so it is—every bit, an’ Iwas goin’ to ask you to take it in part payment of the fare.” 


[Clerk subsides. ] 





This is the best and cheapest Micro- 
scop in the“world for general use. It 
requires no focal adjustment, magnifies 
about 100 diameters, or 10,000 times, and 
is so simple that a child can use it. It 
will be sent by mail, postage —, A, 
the receipt of $2 25, or with six be 
ful mounted objects for $3. Adare” 


HENRY CRAIG, 182 Centre St., N 
Aliberal discount to the trade. ond 
STEINWAY & 


_N. Y., were 
at the 


late Great —— Exhibition, 
all 











hundred and sixty- — 7 from 
ts of the be world entered for eo 
special correspondent of the. New York Times 
Desers. Stein endorsement by the Jurors is 
emphatic, and and stronger and and more to’ The potas thar 
that of any European maker 





BALLOU'’S. 
Patented 
French Yoke 


SHIRTS. 


Warranted to rir, 
and to be 


CHEAPER 


for the same qual- 
ities and make 
than those of any 
other Shirt House 
in this city. 
Circular contain- 
ing drawings and 
prices sent free. 








For sale by all the principal dealers throughout the 
United States. 
BALLOU BROTHERS, 403 Broadway, New York. 


TOMES, SON & MELVAIN, 


6 Maiden Lane, New York. 








Dealers in Arms and Military Goods of every 
Description. 
RICH PRESENTATION SWORDS. 





Smith & Wes:on’s Breech-loading Rifles and + pe 
Bacon M: ufacturing Co.’s Revolving Pistols, 
Army WV’ seaiinitinsnhh Beautiful Engraved Gold- 
> a Lever Cap, small size, English move- 
ments, perfec: ‘(imekeeper. Sent free by mail for only 
$7. A Solid Silver, same as above, $7. 
CHAS. *. NORTON & CO., 40 Aun St., N. Y. 











ANOTHER GREAT VICTORY! 


The Patent Fireproof Gonical Chimney 
for Goal Oil Lamps is a complete Success. 
This invention has a combination of advan- 

= over the glass chimneys. First—they 

not break by heat or fi l. are 

e lamp. They will save oil. 
himney is so constructed as to 








A SPECULATION. 


AGENTS AND SOLDIERS, 


selling @ or Been 
se —y our a 


ackages. 


7 t and aking onal Datos Lg herd 


Containing Fine Writing 


Materials Games, Likenesses of Heroes, Camp Com- 
pts, h uney and useful articles, 


ons, Hints 
Gifts of Jt 
only 25 cents. 





Recei 
of Jewellery, etc. 


Uni 


valuabie 


the ning fora present to your friend in 


ete., worth over $1, for 
and us Just 


e Army. 





Every Soldier wants one, and no Family should 
without them. Soldiers in Camp can act os <a, 
and make money fast. A SPLENDID WATCH, ‘war: 
ranted as a perfect ger ag pre Sree to all 
who act as Seente. Profits Sales quick. 
in endless tee Coury rices, A; 
wi all a for NEW 
Cire for ig EXTRA inducements. 
8. C. ick ARDS & CO Nassau street, N. Y. 
Largest and o Prise Paakage Hi House in the world. 
Artificial ise Selpho’s Patent, 
516 Broadway, N are ane: best substitutes for lost 
limbs the World of Science has ever invented. (Es- 


tablished 2¢ years). 


supplied free. 


Send 


for Pamphlet. Soldiers 
397-4000 





"Facts Worth Knowing, that Dr. TOBIAS’S 
Venetian Liniment cures instantaneously Chronic 
Rheumatism, Headache, 


Throats Colle, and pains of all kinds. 
statement of what Dr. TOBIAS’S Venetian 


a candid 


Liniment will do. 


Price 25 


Sold by all the Druggists. 


Sore 


Toothache, Croup, 
ve is 


The a 
and 50 cents per bottle, 
397-90 





Gold Pens, wholerale and retail—Genuine goods ; 
the best Fountain _ in the world: send stamp for 


Circular. 


GEO 
Nassau Street, N. Y 


- HAWKES, Manufacturer, 64 
307- ane 





A Beautiful } Microscope for 28 ct. 
AGNIFYING 500 times, mailed on receipt 


of 
dress F, 


rice, Five of different 
. BOWEN, Box 220, 


wers, $2 = 


Important to o Agents : and Others! 

Agents wanted to sell our 

GREAT STATIONERY PRIZE PACKAGE, 
The best in the United States. 


Send for New 


So 
0000 WEIR & 


Circular. 


CO., 34 Bo 


Important Information. 


entirely New. 
uth Third Street, Phila. 





Nervous Diseases and if 
TY, arising from Specific causes, in 
and reliable treatment in 
ASSOCIATION—sent in sealed letter envelo 
Address DR. 
oward Association, No. 2 South Ninth street, 


of @ e. 


TON, 


Philadelphia, Pa. 


al Debili- 


th Sexes—new 


Reports of the HOWARD 


8, free 


J. SKILLIN HOUGH- 





WHEELER & WILSON’S 





With Valuable Improvements! 
OFFICE, 505 BROADWAY, WN. Y. 





FRIENDS OF SOLDIERS! 
LL Articles for Soldiers at Baltimore, Wash- 





THE FAIRY WEDDING! 


By special arrangement we publish exclusively the 
card photo Sr utian wedding party 


, tographs of the liliputian w party, as 
follows: 
Mr. and Mrs. GEN. TOM THUMB IN 
WEDDING DRESS..........-+ese+0 ice 25 ots, 
COMMODORE NUTT and Miss MIN- 
N mesman and bridesmaid...... price 25 cts. 
Mrs. GEN. TOM THUMB in celebrated 
RECEPTION DRESS...........+.++- price 25 cts. 
oe LAVINIA and MINNIE WAR- ; 
Ccccbeccccccccccccscccccecccccecees ice 25 ote. 
The w —— BRIDAL PARTY (group of 
WIITTTTTTTTT TTT Tee rice 50 cts, 
Bini DAL PARTY (stereoscopic 
cece recevccccccs seeccecveseoece a 50 hee 


Oe eee ee eee eee eee eee) 


extra. 
Can be sent by mail on receipt of price and postage 


Pp. 

None genuine unless stamped with our trade-mark 
EA in a circle on the front of the pho’ ph. Be- 
ware of —— copies msde from engra' , ote, 
E. & H. T,. ANTHONY, No. 501 Broadway, N. ae 

Man rs of the best photographic album 
Publishers of card photographs of celebrities. 

The negatives ot these pictures were made for us by 

Brady. 





CAPTURE OF THE ARIEL 


BY THE 290. 


A beautiful card photograph just by b 
E, & H. T. ANTHONY 
No. 501 Broadway, N. ¥. 


** ALL QUIET ON THE POTOMAC.” 


BY BREWERTON,. 
An exquisite picture which tells the whole story. 
Published in card photographs, price 25 cents, by 


E. & H. T. ANTHONY 
No, 501 Broadway, N. Y. 





397-80 





~~ Order of 
PRINCH NAPOLEON, 
Four spirited sketches were executed by DARLEY 
for his private collection. 
EMIGRANTS ATPACEED BY INDIANS ON 
PRAIRIE 


THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH, 
THE UNWILLING LABORER, 
THE REPOSE. 
By permission we publish these fiuc specimens of 
Ausnean art in 
CARD SIZE FOR ALBUMS. 
Price 25 cents each, Can be sent by mail. 
K. & H. T. ANTHONY, _ 
601 Broadway, N 


TO CONSUMPTIVES. 


THE REV. EDWARD A. WILSON 


Continues to mail free of charge, to all who desire it, 
a copy of the prescription by which he was completely 
cured of that dire disease, 


CONSUMPTION! 


Sufferers with any 


THROAT OR LUNG AFFECTION 
Should obtain the Prescription, and try its efficacy at 
once, Delays are dangerous. Address 

REV. EDWARD A. WILSON, 
Williamsburg, King’s Co., New York. 


TOOL CHESTS. 


WHAT EVERY FARMER AND AMATEUR 
should have.—One of ae Tool ome, fitted up 
—— set ready 
for s pring. Boy’s size 

44 tools, wig F phy "8 cep, oun 
; containing 62 

ter’s and Farmer’s, containing 
price $22; also smaller Y-¥- for Suventies, 
and $4 each. 8 of price, 
Ctroular, 


, to the 
; Orb, PARE, /m. Y, 








at 82, 83 








495 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


These are the only Machines that Hem, Fen 
Gather, Tuck, Quilt, Bind, Braid, Embroider and 









““ SPONSALIA” 
MILLINERY ROOMS. 
12 WAVERLEY PLAcz. 


MADAME BENEDICT, of Rue de la Paix, Paris, 

haat received f. her New 1 — Rooms, 12 Wa- 

verly Place, several cases 0: rted Bonnets 
and Hesddresses. _— 


“— distinct department for 
MOURNING MILLINERY. 









UNION LEAGUE BADGE. 
An Emblematic Silver-plated 
Unite “s the Union Party of the 


tates. » pe’ 
10. Per thousand (to 


agp mee 08, 15 
mail. ressig 


* JOHN W. EVERETT, 


P. O, Box 1614, or 111 Fulton 
Street, New York. 0000 


Agents. Agents. Agents. 
SOLDIERS. SOLDIERS. SOLDIERS. 
PEDLARS. PEDLARS. PEDLARS. 
‘$15 per day selli our Prize Cement and P 
Packages. Beat thing in market, The Original” 


RICHARDS & CO., 
39 Nassau Street and 58 Li Street 
Old Stand, 438 B 













Ms $ 
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ys aorrt @& ww |S 


way, N. Y. 


WARDS 


PERFECT FITTING 





SHIRTS. 





Made to Measure at $24, $30. $36 and 
$42 PER DOZEN. 
SELF-MEASUREMENT FOR SHIRTS. 
Printed directions for self-measuremen v= mye list of peiees, 
and of different styles of and collar 

sent free 


OH FLANNEL ARMY 
aadeee SHIRTS, $24, $27, $30 


AGENTS WANTED. 


8. RL H. WARD, from London, No. 387 Broadway. 





ARMY SHIRTS! ARMY SHIRTS! 
AT PARRISH’S SHIRT STORE, 
323 CANAL STREET, N. Y, 


SUPERIOR DRESS SHIRTS. 
Made to measure at the an f possible prices 


and _ 
aa Family Su tore ot Bosoms, Collars a 
Wristbands, for 8 ° 366-91 2d 


$20 





American $20 


Lever Watches. 


HANDSOME HUNTING CASE GENUINE AMERICAN 
LEVERS, for $20, or a case of six for $110. Watches 
of every description at lowest bey ne 4 prices, 

All ates tag the Arm ty hog 
0000 J. L. FERGUSON, 10 Reotony, N.Y 


YOU WANT TO BE 
IF Cured of Debility, L.Y.D.S. 
Spring is the time to use DR. LEATHE’S 
YELLow Dock SYRUP, 


Which Purifies the Blood, . Invigorates the Body, 
gives Tone to the Nerves, 'Strength ? the Muscles, 
and Health to every Channel, Joint and Limb. 











One Dollar per Bottle [which often cures]. 
( Depot, 130 CHATHA STREET, N. a 
GRAND STREET. 


Ask for LEATHE’S YELLOW DOCK SYRUP. 
Take no other. Established 1848. Sold by Druggi*te 
0 


everywhere. 


NATIONAL UNION LEAGUE! 
TO THE TRADE! 


The above desi is the 
on? adopted by this organi- 
zation as emblematical of the 
Order. It is a Pin in fine 1¢k 

old-plate enamelled — Red i 

hite and Blue, We wil 
send sample to the trade 
upon receipt of 50 cents. 
We have different styles and 
cheaper qualities, which we 
offer, with our large assort 
ment of Jewellery, very cheap 


E, N. FOOTE & CO., 
Manufacturing Jewellers, 





ea | 
REECERS 





ele a — 


to cash buyers. 















0000 208 Broadway, New York. } 

Month, particulars, 94- 

dreee vith vith ste vianap) HARRIS BROS BROS., FRoston, ae 1 
Read that “‘ FRIGHTF I ive ry 
in Mr. MERRY a 
ST CATHE 








Out to-day. Price 10 0@tspauy ,,) 





‘NESOTA 








MAYS 63 


